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SIR, 
o 1 can't, without Ingratitude, 
- conceal the exceeding Favours 
72 *. which the Town have ſhewn this 
. = Picce ; yet they muſt give me 
rec; 


leave to own, that even my Va- 
1 nity lay Huſh'd, quite ſtifled in 
my Fears, till I had ſecurely fix d its good 
Fortune, by Publiſhing your Approbation ot 
't: An Advantage, which, as it will confirm 
my Friends in their favourable Opinion, ſo it 
. muſt, in ſome meaſure, ks the Severity of 
\ 2 the 
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DE DICATION. 
* the Malitious. After this Declaration, let the 
World imagine, how Difficult it is for hs, 
not to launch into your Character: But ſince 


the Smoothneſs of your Temper, and Depth 


of Judgment, are my chiet Protection, I am 

loth to Diſcompoſe you, by an Ungrateful 
Repetition of thoſe Virtues, which only pleaſe 
you in the Practice: The World as little 


wants the Knowledge of em, as you deſire the 


Recital. 


"Tis your Happineſs, 81 R, that your For- 
tune has fix d you above the need of Praiſe, 


or Friends, yet both are equally unavoidable : 
For even to your Solitude, Praiſe will follow 
you, and grows fonder of you for your Cold- 


| neſs; the loves you for your Choice of 


Pleaſure, thoſe noble Pleaſures of a {weet 
Retirement, frem which nothing but the Con- 
tid: ration of your Country's Weal cou'd 
draw you. 


But as no Man can properly be made a 
Patron, whoſe Virtues have not in ſome fſcrrt 


qualified him for ſuch a Cate: So, SIR, it is 


tufficient for me, that your Life and Con- 
verſation are the beſt Heralds of your Power, 
and my Satety. 


Here, SIR, I muſt beg Leave to clear my- 
felt from what the ill Wiſhes of ſome wou'd 
have the World believe, that what I now 
ofler you, is Spurious, and not the Product of 

my 
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DEDICATION. 


my own Labour. And tho' I am pleas d tha: 
this Report ſeems to allow it ſome Beautics, 
vet I am forry it has made a Diſcovery of ſome 
Perſons, who think me worth their Malice 
This DepicaTion were little better than ar 
Attront, unleſs 1 cou'd with all Sincerity afture 


you, SIR, that the Fable is intirely my own; 


nor is there a Line or Thought throughout 
the Whole, for which I am wittingly oblig'd 


either to the Dead, or Living: For I cond no 


more be pleas'd with a ſtoln Reputation, than 
with a Miſtreſs, who yielded only upon the 
Interceſſion of my Friend It ſatistics me, SIR, 
that you believe it minz; and I hope, what 
others ſay to the contrary, is rather wing to 
an unreaſonable Diizuſt, than their real Opi- 
nion. I am not ignorant of thoſe Overfights 
I have committed. nor have the Jiſiccting 
Criticks much diſcourag'd me: For tis their 
Diverſion to find Fault; and to have none, is 
to them an Unpardonable Diſappointment; 
no Man can expect to go tree. while they 
dont ſpare one another. But as I write not in 


Defiance of their Cenfure ; o, after having 


diverted you, SIR, I ſhall not trouble my ſelf 
tor a Defenſive Preface. Had it not ſucceeded, 


I ſhoud have had Modeſty enough to im- 


pute it to my own want of Merit: For cer- 
tainly the Town can take no Pleaſure in 
decrving any Man's Labours, when tis their 
Intereſt to Encourage em. Every Gueſt is the 
beſt Judge of his own Palate ; und a Poet ought 
no more to Impoſe Good Sente upon the Gal- 
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DEDICATION. 


h | a | 
| teries, than Dull Farce upon the undiſputed 
| Judges I firſt conſider d who my Gueſts were, 


fore I prepared my Entertainment: And there- 


| * fore I ſhall only add this, as a general Anſwer 
to all Objettions, That it has every way ex- 


ceeded Mine, and hitherto has not wrong d the 
Houſe's Expectation: That Mr. Southern's Good 


Nature (whoſe own Works beſt recommend 


his Judgment) engaged his Reputation for the 
Succeſs; which its Reception, and your Appro- 
bation, SIR, has fince redeem'd, to the — 
Satisfaction of, Sh 


$IR, 
Your moſt Devoted, 
Humble Servant. 


Colley Cibber. 


Fd 


I eee 


P RO- 


PROLOGUE, 


By 2 FRIEND. 


| Spoken by Mr. Verbruggen. 


IT urs 19 thin a Crip, this Dude, Atv, 

We re forc'd to Gleun it trom the Barren S 
Een Players, fled: d by Hh r Pris, tate Wing 
Them:etves, and thin own rudet np nies fir.” 


Nor need our Tong one dread a Shipwi ck H, 
Who Trades withut a Stock, has aought to jou 
In ev Smile of yours, à Frize he draws, 

And if you Damn him, he's but where he ww. 

Tet where's the Reaſon for the Critick Crew, * 
With killin: Blaſts, like Winter, to pur de | 
Toe Tender Plant, that Ripens but for ? J 
Rut ure, in all hor Works. requires T. e 2 
Aindnc's, and Te. u, tis makes the Virgin « imù, 

An ſhoot, and haſten t the expect Prim? ; 8 
end then, if untuugb. Fancy fail ts eue, 
Tinſtract the will Fup'l by Degrees; 

By Gentle Leons you your Jovs improve, 
Ant maid her Award J. fron inte Lor: 
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PROLOGUE. 


un Folly has its Growth : Few Fools are made; 
E drudge and ſweat fort, as it were a Trade. 
Tis half the Labour of yr Trifling Age 

; Jo faſhion you fit Subjects for the Stage. 

| Well! our Aut bor fail to Draw you lite; 

In the Firſt Draught, ye re not t expect Vandike. 
What tho no Maſter- ſtrote in this appears, 

Tet ſome may Features find reſembling Theirs. 

Nor do the Bad alone his Colours ſhave 
Neglected Virtue is at leaſt ſhewn Fair, 

And that's enough o Conſcience for a Pla) v. 

But if you'd have him take a bolder Flight, 

And draw your Pictures by a truer Light, 

Tun muſt your ſelves, by Follies yet unknown, 

* Inſpire his Pencil, and Divert the Town. 

Nor judge, by this, his Genius at a ſtand; 

For Time, that makes new Fools, may mend hu Hund 
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01, Gaants, for the Author. Firſt, Th 50 

| Kind City-Gentlemen 9'th' middle Row, 

He hopes you nothing to his Charge can la. 
There's not a Cuchold made in all his Plus 

Ny, you muſt own, if you'll believe your Eyes, 

He draws his Pen againſt_your Enemies. 

For he declares, ts Day, he meerly ſtrives 

Jo mul the Beaux —— becauſe they maul your ie. 
Now, Sirs, To you whoſe (ole Religions Drinkin:, 

Whoring, Roaring, without the Pain of Trinking, 

He fears he's made a Fault you'll necy forgive, 


4 Crim? beyond the hopes of a Reprieve-: 


An Honeſt Rake forego the Toys of Life! | 
His Whores, and Wine / f Embrace a Dull Chaſte “. 


Such Out-of-fajhion Stu! But then agen, 
He's Lewd for above four Aﬀs, Gentlemen! 


Fer, faith, he knew, when once he'd changid by Fartune, 
And reform d his Vice, "twas time --- to drcp the Curt. u:“ 


But then the Ladies Taſte is more rein d, 

Loc, for Amanda's Sake, will ſure be Kind. 

Pr. q let ths Figure once your Pity mve 

Can you reſiſt the pleading God of Love 

In vain my Pray'rs the other Sex Fur fue, 

Unleſs your conju'rin; Smiles their ftudborn Hurts fab, 


Four Aﬀs for your coarſe Plates were dejign's, 5 


Drama 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| MEN. 
Sir Will. Feng - 1 5 Gentleman, 

1 that fanſies himiclt a great Ma- 

| | er of his Paſſion, whoh he 0 Mr. Fo one m_m 

| ly is in trivial matters. | 

Loveleſs. Of a debaucht Life, grew?! 

weary of his Wife in fix Months ; : 
left her, and the Town, for 
Debts he did not care to pay; 
and having ſpene the laſt part of 
his Eſtate beyond Sea, returns 
to England in a very mean Con- | 
— x 

ir Novelty Faſhion. A Coxcomb t loves? 

1 to be the firſt in all Foppery. ® . 

Slider Worthy. A ſober Gentleman of 3 Williams 
fair Eſtate, in love wich Hillaria. $ * 


—_ Verbruggen. 


Tong Worthy. His Brother, of a looſer 


| Temper, Lover to Narciſſa. Mr. Horden. 
| naps, Servant to Loveleſs. Mr. Penkethmans 
. Servant to Toung Mort hy. Mr. Bullock. 


A _ Mr, Wills. 


WO ME N. 
Ann A Woman of ſtrict Vertue, 
married to Loveleſs very young, >Mrs. Rogers. 


and forſaken by him. 73 
orci. > OI 4 Sir William Wiſ. 18 Verbruggen. 
dillaria. His Neice. | Mrs. Cibber. 

Hareic. A Kept Miſtreſs of Sir Novetty's. Mrs. Kent. 
Woman to Ananda. | Mrs, Lucas. 
Maid to Flareit. | 


Jryaars, Centinels, Porter, Bullics, and Muſick. 


The SCE NE. London. 


ACT l. Scene The Park. 


F Enter Loveleſs, and Snap (his Servant.) ] 


Irrah! leave your Preaching : — 
Your Counſel's like an ill Clock, 
either ſtands ſtill, or goes too [low : 
---- You ne'er thought my Ex- 

„ cravagancies amiſs, while you had 
pour ſhare of em; and. now I 
| — ' want Money to make my ſelf 

Drunk; you adviſe me to live Sober, you Dog. They 

that will hunt Pleaſure as 1 ha done, Raſca), muſt never 

give over in a fair Chaſe. | 
Snap. Nay, I knew you wou'd never reſt, till you had 
tir'd your Dogs. Ah, Sir! what a fine Pack of - 

Guinea's have you had! and yer you wou'd make 'em run 
till they were quite ſpent, Wou'd I were tairly 

rurn'd out of your Service. . Here we have been 

three Days in Town, and | can fately ſwear 1 have liv * 

upon picking à hollow Tooth ever ſince. 

Love, Why don't you Eat then, Sirrah ? 
Snap, E en becauſe 1 don c know where, Sir. 


Love. 


2 Lovxs LAST SHIFT : Or, 
hve; Then ſtay 'cill 1 Eat, Hang-dog! Ungrateful 


4 to murmur at a little Faſting with me, when thou 


been an Equal Partner of my good Fortune. 

Snap. Fortune! —— It makes me weep, to think 
what you have brought your ſelf and me to! How well 
might you ha liv'd, Sir, had you been a Sober Man. ----- 
Let me fce |! —— | ha been in your Service juſt ten Year: : 


— In the firſt you Marry d, and grew weary of your 


Wife : In the fecond you Whor'd, Drank, Gam'd, run 
in Debt, mortgaged your Eſtate, and was fore d to leave 
the Kingdom : In the third, fourth, fifth, fixth, and 


ſeventh you made the Tour of Eur pe, with the Stare and 


Equipage of a French Court-Favourite, while your pocr 
Life ar Home broke her Heart {or the loſs of you : In 
tne eighth and ninth you grew Poor, and little the Witer : 
and now in the tenth you are rcloly'd 1 hull Starve wich 
you. 
Love. Deſpicable Rogue! can'ſt not thou bear the 
Frowns of a Common Strumpet Forcune ? 


Snap. ——— Sbud, I never think of the Pearl Næck- 
lace you gave that damn d Venetian Strumpet, but I with 


her hang d in't 
Love. Why, Sirrah! J knew l cou'd not have her 


without it, and | had a Night's Enjoyment « 1 her was 
worth a Pope's Revenue for't. 


Snap. Ah! you had better ha laid our your Money 
here in London; III undertake you might have had the 
whole Town over and over for half the Price. Be- 
fide, Sir, what a delicate Creature was your Wife! She 
was the only Celebrated Beauty in Ton; I'll undertake 
there were more Fops and Fools run mad for her: 
S'bud ſhe was more plagued with 'em, and more talk dot, 


than a good Actreſs with a Maiden-head! Why the Der il 


1 . 
== ; : 
— — — — — —— — — * 


cou'd not ſhe Content you? 


Love. No, Sirrah ! the World to me is a Garden ſtockt 


with all forts of bruit, where tlie greateſt “l. aſure we can 


take, is in the Variety ol Taſte: But a Wie is an Eternal 


Apple- tree; aiter a pull or two, you are ſure to fer your 


Teeth on Edee. _ 
_Fnap. And yer | warant you g grudg' d another Man a Bit 


oi her, tho you valu d Fer no more chan you wou d 4 halt- 
| £4.03 
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Tat Fool IN FAsHION. 3 


eaten Pippin, that had lain a Week a Sunning in a Parlor 


Window. But fee, Sir, who's this ? ----- for 
merhinks I long to meet with an old Acquainrance ! 

Love. Ha! I gad, he looks like one, and may be 
neceflary, as the cate ſtands with me. 
\ Snap. Pray Heaven he do but invite us to Dinner! 


Enter Young Worthy.) * 


Love. Dear Worthy / let me embrace thee, the ſight of 

an old Friend warms me, beyond that of a new Miſtre ſs. 
T. or. S death, what Bully's this ? Sir, your Pardon, 
don't know you! 3 | 
Love. Faith, Will, I am a little out of Repairs at pre- 
ſent : But I am all that's letr of honeſt Ned Loveleſs, 

T. Wor. Loveleſs! I am amaz'd! What means this 
Metamorphoſis — Faith, Ned, am glad ro find thee 
amongſt the Living, however, Ho long haſt thou 
been 1n Town ? ; 
Love. About three Days. 
how goes the World? 

T. Wor. Why, like a Bowl ; in runs on at the old rate; 
Intereſt is ſtill rhe Jack it aims at; and while it rowles, 
you know, it muſt of neccifiry be often curn'd upſide- 
down. But I doubt, Friend, you have bowl d out of 
the Green, have liv'd a little too faſt, | Surveying his Dreſs.) 
like one that has loſt all his Ready Money, and forc'd ro 
be an idle Spectator. Prithee, what brought thee 

at laſt ro England? So | 

Love. Why, my latt Hopes, faith, which were to per- 

ſwade Sir William Wiſewoud (if he be alive) to whom 1 
mortgaged my Eſtate, to let me have Five hundred Pounds 
more upon it, or elſe to get ſome honeſt Friend to redeem 
the Mortgage, and ſhore the Overplus ! Beiide, I thought 
that London might now be a Place of uninterrupted Plca- 
lure; for 1 hear my Wife is dead; and to tell you the 
truth, twas the Staleneſs of her Love, was the main Cauſe 
of my going over. | 4 
I. Mor. His Wife Dead! Ha! I'm glad he knows no 
other; I won't undeccive him, left the Rogue ſhould go 
and r.fle her of what the has. | Aſide, } Yes, faith, | 
Was at her Euria!, and ſaw her take pot{cthon of her long 
Home, 


— Bur prithee, Will, 


4 Love's LasT SHIFT: Or, 
Home, and am ſorry to tell you Fed, ſhe died with Grief! 
your Wild Courſes broke her Heart. 3 
Love. Why, faith! ſhe was a Good-natur d Fool! 
that's the truth ont: Well! reſt her Soul. 
Snap. Now, Sir, you are a Single Man indeed, for you 
have neither Wife, nor Eſtate. 
T. Wor. But how haſt thou improv'd thy Money beyond 
Jen? What haſt thou brought over? GT 
Love, Oh, a great deal of Experience. 
Love. And wo ,, 
Snap. Not à Souſe, faith, Sir, as my Belly can teſtifie. 
Cove. But I have a great deal more Wit than I had 
| Snap. Not enough to get your Eſtate agen, or to knoiv 
where we ſhall Dine to Day, === (O Lord, he don t 
ask us yer! ) { Aſide. 
. Wor. Why, your Rogue's Witty, Ned; where did'ſt 
thou pick him up? = : 
Love. Don't you remember Snap, formerly vour P:mp 
in Ordinary? But he is much improv'd in his Calling, 1 
aſſure you, Sir. TS 
Z. War. I Don't doubt it, conſidering who has becn his 
Maſter ? : = 
Snap. Yes, Sir, | was an humble Servant of yours, 
and am ſtill, Sir, and ſhou'd be glad to ſtand behind your 
Chair at Dinner, Sir. | [ Bowes. 
T. Wor. Oh, Sir! that you may do another time; but 
to Day I'm engag d upon Bujineis , however, there's a 
Meal's Meat for you. | Throws him a Guinea. 
Snap. Bleſs my Eye-fight ! a Guinea !—- Sir, Is there 
eer a Whore you wou d have kickt? any old Bawd's 


Windows you would have broken? Shall 1 beat your 


Taylor for Diſappointing you? or your Surgeon, that 
wou'd be paid for a Clap of two Years ſtanding ? It you 
have occaſion, you may command ycur humble 
Servant — — 7 | 
T. Wor. Sweet Sir, I am oblig d to you! but at pre- 
ſent am fo happy as to have no occaſion for vour Al ſiſt- 
ance. But hark you, Ned, Prit hee, at haſt 
thou done with thy Estate? TS 
Love. I pawn'd it to buy P'caſure, that is, old Wine, 
young Whores, and the Couverſation of brave bello = 
mac 


WO 
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Younger Brother, I take it. 


Txt Fool IN FasHon. yg. 


mad as my ſelf. Pox! if a Man has Appetites, they are 


Torments, if not — ok I ſhall never complain, as 
long as I have Health and Vigour : And as for my Poverty, 


| why the Devil ſhou'd I be aſham'd of that, fince a Rich 


Man won't bluſh at his Knavery. 

T. Wor. Faith, Ned, I'm as much in love with Wicked- 
neſs as thou can'ſt be, but I'm for having it at a cheaper 
Rate than my Ruine! Don't it grate you a little, to fee 
your Friends bluſh for you? 

Love. 'Tis very odd, that Peop'e ſhou'd be more 
aſham'd of others Faults, than their own : I never yer 
cou'd meet with a Man that offer d me Counſel, but had 
more occaſion for it himſelf, 

T. Wor. So far you may be in the right: For indeed, 
good Counſel is like a home Jeſt, which every buſie Fool 


is offering to his Fellow, and yer won't take ic himſelf. 


Love. Right: Thus have I known a jolly Red-Nos'd. 


Parfon, at Three o Clock in the Morning, belch our 


Invectives againſt Late Hours, and Hard Drinking ; and 
a Canting Hypocritical Sinner proteſt againſt Fornicarion, 
when the Rogue was himſelf juſt crawling out of a Flux. 

T. Vor. Tho” theſe are Truths, Friend, yer I don't fee 
any Advantage you can draw from them. Prithee how 
will you Live, now all your Money's gone? 

Love, Live! How do'ſt thou live? thou art but a 

T. Wor. Oh, very well, Sir; (tho' faith, my Father left 
me but 3zœoo i.) one of which I gave for a Place at Court, 
that I ſtill en oy; the other two are gone after Pleaſure, 
as thou ſay ſt. But beſide this, 1 am ſupply'd by the 
continual Bounty ot an indulgent Brother: Now, I am 


loth to load his Good Nature too much, and there tore 


have e en thought fir, like the reſt of my Raking Brother- 
hood, to purge out my Wild Humours with Matrimony : 
By the way, I have taken care to fee the Doſe well 
ſweetned with a ſwinging Portion. 
Love. Ah! Will, you'll find, Marrying to cure Lewd- 
neſs, is like Surfeiting to cure Hunger: For all the Con- 
lequence is, you Loath what, you Surfeit, on, and are only 
Chaſt to her you Marry. —— Bur Prithee, Friend, what 
15 thy Wife that muſt be be | 

| T. Mer. 
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6 Love's LAST SHIFT : Or, 


7. Wor. Why, faith, ſince I believe che Matter is too 
far gone for any Man to poſtpone me, (at leaſt, I am ſure, 
thou wilt not do me an Injury, to do thy ſelf no Good,) 
Tu tell thee :---- You muſt know, my Miſtreſs is the 
Daughter of that very Knight to whom you mortgaged 
your Eſtate, Sir William Wiſewoud. 

Love. Why, the's an Heirefs, and has 10021, a Year 
in her own Hands, if ſhe be of Age: Bur 1 ſuppole rc 
Old Man knows nothing of your Intentioas. Theretore, 
prithee, how have you had Opportunities of promoting 


your Love? : 


T. Wor. Why thus You muſt know, Sir Wil- 
liam (being very well acquainted with the Larg-nefs of my 
Brother's Eſtate) detigns his Daughter for him; and to 
encourage his Paifion, offers him, out of his own Poct.cr, 
the additional Bleſſing of 500c /, This Offer, my Bro- 
ther knewing my inclinations, ſcems to embrace ; but aL 
the ſame time is really in Love wich his Neice, who 
lives with him in the ſame Houle: And therefore, to hide 
my Defign from the Old Gentleman, 1 pretend Viſits to 
his Daughter, as an Interceſſor tor my Brother only; and 
thus he has given me daily Opportunities of advancing my 
own Inrereit; nay, and I have fo conttiv d it, 
that I deſign to have the 300 l. too. : 

Love. How is that poſſible, ſince I fee ro hopes ot tlie 
Old Man's Conſent for vou? | - 

T. Wir. Havea Day's due, and you'll fee the Effect: 


on't: In a word, tis fo, ſure, that noching bur Deluys 
can hinder my Succeſs; therefore I am very earneſt wir 
my Miſtreſs, that To-morrow may be the Day: Eut a Pcx 
on't, I have tuo Women to prevail with; tor my Byo- 
ther quarrels every other Day with his Miſtrets ; and 
while 1 am reconciling him, I lote Ground in my own 


Amour. 


Love. Wry, has not your Miſtreſs told you her Mind 
— | | | 
T. Hor. She will, I ſuppoſe, as ſoon as ſhe knows it 
herſelf; ror within this Week the has chang'd it as often 
as her Linen, and keeps it as ſecret too; tor ſhe woud 
no more own her Love before my Face, than ſhe wou.d 

ſhifr herſelf before my Facc. | 
Love. 


Tak Foot IN FASs Ho. - 


Love, P'ſhaw ! ſhe ſhews it the more, by ſtriving to 
conceal it. 3 

. Wor. Nay, ſhe docs give me ſome Proofs indeed; for 
ſhe will ſuffer no body but hertelf ro ſpeak ill ot me, is. 
always unenſie' till I am ſent for, never pleas'd when I am 
with her, and ſtill icalous when | leave her. 

Love, Well! Succels to thee, Wil; | will fend the 
piddles, to relcaſe you from your firſt Nighr's Labour. 

T. Wor. But, hark you ! Have a care of d tobliging the 
Bride, though. = Ha! vonder goes my Brother! 
I am afraid his walking fo Early, proceeds from ſome 
Diſturbance in is Love: I muſt after him, and fer him 
right. — Dear Ned, you'll excuſe me: Shall I fee 
you at the Blue Poſts between Five and Six this After- 
noon ? | | 

Love. With all mv Heart : —— Pur, d'yee hear! 

Cnn ſt not thou lend me the fellow ro that ſame 

Cuinea vou gave my Man ! I'll give you my Bond, it you 
miſtruſt me. . Bu 

T. Wor. Oh, Sir! Your Neceffity is Obligation enough: 
— There tis, and all I have, faith; when | tee you 
at Night, you may command me farther, —— Adieu: 
At Six at fartheſt, | Exit Y. Wor, 

Live. Without fail. =— So! Now Raſcal, you are 
an Hungry, are you! Thou deferv ſt never ro Ear again. 
— - Pogue! grumble betore Forture had quite tor- 
faken us! | | | 

Int. Ah! Dear Sir, the Thoughts of Eiting agiin, 
Five io trantporeed me, | am retolv'd ro Live and Die 
With. you, | f | 

Live. Look vee, Sirrah, here's that wi'l provide us of 
4 Dinner, and a brace ot Whores into the Bargain; ar 
leait as Ju'nea's and Whores go row, 

Snap, Ah! good Sir! NO Whores bdfore Dinner, I 
beſcech vou. | 

Love, Well, tor once [1] rake your Advice; ter, to 
fay the Truth, à Man is as unit co tol'o Tove wich an 
empty Stoinach, as Eafine s with an empty Head: There- 
tore I think a Bir and a Bottle won't be amils firſt. 

He Goa's of Wine and Love were ever tend); 

For by the help of Wine, Love gains his Ends. 


Exeunt. 
\ | Ent er 


faſten d upon? 
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| {Enter Elder Worthy with 4 Letter. 


EI. Wor. How hard is it to find that Happineſs which 


our ſhorr-fighted Paffions hope from Woman! Tis not their 
cold Diſdain or Cruelty ſhould make a faithful Lover curſe 
his Stars, chat is but reaſonable; cis rhe Shadow in our Plea- 
ſure's Picture! Without ir, Love could ne'er be heightned 
No, tis their Pride and vain Deſire of many Lovers, that 
robs our Hope of its imagined Rapture: The Blind are only 


happy! For if we look through Reaſon's never-erring ber- 


ſpettive, we then ſurvey their Souls, and view the Rub- 
biſh we were chaff ring for: And ſuch I find Hillariz's 


Mind is made of. This Letter is an Order tor the knocking. | 


off my Ferrers, and Ill fend it her immediately. 
[Enter to him Young Worthy. ] 
T. Wor; Morrow, Brother, [Seeing the Letter.) What | 


is your Fit return d again? What Beaux's Box now has Hil-. 
laria taken Snuff from? What Fool has led her from the 


Box to her Coach? What Fop has ſhe ſuffer'd to read a 


Play or Novel to her? Or whoſe Money has ſhe indiſcreet- 


ly won at Baſſet ? Come, come, let's fee the ghaſtly 
Wound ſhe has made in your Quiet, chat I may know how 
much Claret to preſcribe you. | | 

El. Wor. I have my Wound and Cure from the ſame per- 
ſan, I'll aſſure you; the one from Hillaria's Wit and Beau- 


ty, and the other from her Pride and Vanity. 


T. Wor. That's what I could ne'er yer find her guilty 
of: Are you angry at her Loving you? | 


T. Wor. Have her Actions ſpoke the contrary. Come, 
you know ſhe Loves. 7 

EI Wor. Indeed ſne gave a great Proof on't laſt Night 
here in the Park, by faſtning on a Fool, and Careſſing him. 
my my Face, when ſhe might have fo eaſily avaided 

im. 5 

T. Wor. What! and I warrant, interrupted you in the 
middle of your Sermon; for | don't queition but yeu were 
Preaching to her, But, prithee, who was the. Foo! ſhe 


I. er. 


4 7 or. I am angry at my ſelf, for belicving ſhe ever 
i 1 * * 
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El. Wor. One that Heaven intended for a Man; but the 
whole Buſineſs of his Life is, to make the World believe 
he is of another Species. A Thing that affects mightily 
to ridicule himſelf, only to give others a kind ot neceſſity 
of praiſing him. I can't fay he's a Slave to any New 
Faſhion, Pr he prerends to be Maſter of it, and is ever 
reviving ſome Old, or N ſome New piece of Fop- 
pery ; and tho it don't take, is ſtill as well pleated, becauſe 
it then obliges the Town to take the more Notice of him: 
He's ſo fond of a publick Reputation, that he is more ex- 
rravagant in his Attempts to gain it, than the Fool chat 
5r'd Dina's Temple to immortalize his Name. 1 

T. Vor. You have ſaid enough to tell me his Name is 
Sir Novelty Faſhion. 

El. Wor, The ſame , bur that which moſt concerns me, 
he has the Impudence to Addreſs to Hillaria, and ſhe Va- 
nity enough ro Diſcard him. 50 

T. Wor. Is this all? Why, thou art as hard to pleaſe in 
4 Wife, as thy Miſtreſs in a New Gown : How many Wo- 
_—_— you took in hand, and yet can't pleaſe your felf 
at laſt! | 3 

El, Wor. I had need to have the beſt Goods, when of: 
fer ſo great a Price as Marriage for chem : Hillaria has ſome 
good Qualities, but not enough ro make a Wife of, 5 

T. Wor. She has Beauty! ! 

El. Wor. Granted. | 

7, Wor. And Money. = 

El. Wor. Too much: Enough to ſupply her Vanity. 

T. Wor. She has Sence, : | 

El Wor. Not enough to. believe 1 am no Fool. 

FT. Wor, She has Wit. 

El. Wor. Not enough to deceive me. 
T. Mor. Why then you are happy, if ſhe can't deceive 
you, | 

El, Wor. Yer ſhe has Folly enough ro endeavour it : 
I'll fee her no more, and this ſhall tell her ſo. 

T. Wor. Which in an Hour's time you'll repent, as much 
as ever 3 

El. Wer. As ever 1 ſhould Marrying her. 

T. Wor. You'll have a damn'd meaking Look, when 
You are forced to ask her Pardon for your ungenerous 
; 3 Sul pi 


=J 


| 
| 
1 
ö 
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Suſpicion, and lay the Fault upon Exceſs of Love. 


El. Wor. I am not fo much in love as you imagine. 
T. Wor. Indeed, Sir, you arc in Love, and that Let- 


ter tells her ſo. 


El. Wor. Read it, you ll find the contrary. 
T. Wor. Prithee, I know what's int better than thou 


do'ſt : You ſay, tis to take your Leave of her; bur | ſay, 


tis in hopes of a kind, excufive Anſwer : But faith, you 
miſtake her and your ſelf roo; ſhe is too High-tpirired, 
not to take you at your Word; and you are too much in 
Love, not to ask her Pardon. 

EI. Vor. Well then, Il not be roo Raſh, but will ſhew 


my Reſentment, in forbearing my Viſits. 


T. Wor. Your Viſits ! Come, I ſhall toon try what a 
Man of Reſolution you are; —— for yonder ſhe comes 
Now, let's fee if you have Power to move. 

El. Wor. T'll toon convince you of that, — Farewell. 

| | | Exit. 

T. Wor. Ha! Gone! | don't like that! 1 am 1 to 
find him ſo Reſolute: But 1 hope Hillaria has taken too faſt 
hold of his Heart, to ler this Fir ſhake him of: I muſt 
to her, and make up this Breach; for while his Amour 


ſtands fill, I have no Hopes of advancing my own. (Exit. 


Enter Hillaria, Narcifſa, and Amanda in Afourning. 
Hil. Weil, dear Amanda, thou Art the moſt Conſtant 


Wife I ever heard of, not to thake off the Memory of an 


ill Husband, after eight or ten Years Abſence; nay, ro 
mourn, for ought you know, for the Living too, and ſuch 
an Husband, that, cho he were Alive, would never thank 
you for it: Why d'yee perſiſt in ſuch a hopeleſs Grief ? 
Am. Becauſe tis hopelets ! For it he be Alive, he is 


Dead to me: His Dead Affections nor Virtue's ſelf can e'er 


tetrieve: Wou'd I were with him, tho in his Grave! 

Hil. In my mind you are much berter where you are! 
The Grave: Young Widows vte ro have warmer Wiſhes. 
Bur, methinks, the Death of a Rich Old Uncle ftould be 


2 Cordial ro your Sorrows, 


Am, Thar adds to em, for he was the only Relation 
1 had left, and was as tender of me as the neareſt ! He 
was à Father to me. 


Hi!. 3 
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Hi. He was better thin ſome Fathers to vou, for he 


died juſt when you had Occaſion for his Eftarc. 


Nar, I have an Old Father, and the Duce rake me, I 


think he only lives to hinder me of my Occaſions; hut 


Lord bleſs me, Madam, how can you be untuppy with 
2000 l. a Year in your own Poflethon ? 
Hil. For my part, the greateſt Reafon I think you 


have to grieve, is, that you are not fure your Husband's 


bead; for were that confirm'd, then indeed there were 
hopes that one Poyſon might drive out another; you 
might Marry agen. F 

Am. All the Comfort of my Lite is, that I can tell 
my Conſcience, I have been true to Virtue. 

Hil. And to an Extravagant Husband, that cares not a 
Farthing for you. But come, let's leave this unſeaſonable 
Talk, and pray give me a little of your Advice. What 
ſhall 1 do with this Mr. Worthy 2 Mou d you adviſe me to 
make a Husband ot him ? 8 

Am. 1 am but an ill Judge of Men; the only one 1 
thought my ſelt ſecure of, moſt cruelly deceiv'd me. 

Hil, A lofing Gameſter is fitteſt to give Counſel : 
What d yee think of him? | "0 

Am. Better than nt any Man I know : I read. nothing in 
him but what is ſome part of a good Man's Character. 
Hl. He's jealous. = 8 

Am. He's a Lover. 5 | 5 

Hil. He taxes me with a Fool! | 

Am, He wou'd preſerve your Reputation, and a Fool's 
Love ends only in the ruin of it. | 

Hil. Methinks he's not Handſom, 

Am. He's a Man, Madum. 

Hil. Why chen een let him make a Woman of me. 

Naz, Pray, Madam, what d yee think of his Brother? 

8 : | | Smiling, 
Am. I vou d nor think of him. 

Nar, O dear, why, pray? 

Am. He puts me in mind of a Man too like him, one 
that had Beauty, Wir, and Falſhood ! 1 
Var. You have hit ſome part of his Character, I muſt 

conteſs, Madam; but as to his Truth, I'm ture he love 
only me. 


Am 
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Am. 1don' doubt bur he tells you ſo, nay, and ſwears 
it too. | 

Nar, O Lord! Madam, I hope I may, without Vanity, 

Am. But you will hardly, without Magick, ſecure 
him. = 
Nar. I ſhall uſe no Spells or Charms, but this poor 
Face, Madam. : e 

Am. And your Fortune, Madam. 

. Nar, (Senſeleſs Malice!) [ Afide.} 1 know he d 
Marry me without a Groat. 5 | 

Am. Then he's nor the Man I take him for. 

Naur. Why, pray — what do you take him for? 

Am. A Wild young Fellow, that loves every thing he 

Nar. He never lov'd you yer, ___ [ Peeviſhly. 

Am. I hope, Madam, he never faw any thing in me 
to Encourage him. . ona 
 Nar. In my Conſcience you are in the right on't 
Madam; I dare ſwear he never did, nor &er wou'd, tho 
he gaz d till Doom's-day. 

Am. I hope, Madam, your Charms will prevent his 
putting himſelf ro the tryal, and 1 wiſh he may 
never 5 a f = 

Nay. Nay, dear Madam, no more railing at him, un- 
leſs you wou'd have me believe you Love him. 

Hil, Indeed, Ladies, you are both in the wrong: You, 
Couſin in being Angry at what you defir'd, her Opinion 
of your Lover; and you, Madam, for ſpeaking Truth 
againſt the Man ſhe reſolves to Love. 1 

Nar. Love him! Prichee, Couſin, no more of that 
old ſtuff. *** 

Hil. Stuff! Why, don't you own you are to marry 
him this Week? --— Here he comes; I ſuppoſe you'll tell 
him another thing in his Ear. 


Enter Young Worthy.] 


Hil. Mr. Worthy, your Servant! you look with the -. 


face of Buſineſs: What's the News, pray? 

T. Wor. Faith, Madam, I have News for you all, and 

private News too; but that of the greateſt Conſequence , 
| 15 


re 
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is with this Lady. Your Pardon, Ladies, III whiſper 


with you all, one after another. 


Nar. Come, Couſin, will you walk ? the Gentleman 
has Buſineſs; we fhali interrupt him. | 

Hil. Why really, Couſin, I don't fay p>ſitively you 
love Mr. Myrt hy, but 1 vow this looks very like Jeal>uly. 

Nar. Piſh! Lord! Hillariz, you are in a very odd Hu- 
mour to Day. But tò let you fee I have no ſuch weak 
thoughts about me, F'll wait as unconcern'd as your felt: 
(Fl rank him.) | Aſide, 

Am. Not Unpleafing, ſav you? Pray, Sir, unfold your 
ſelf, for I have long detpair'd of welcome News. 

T. Wor. Then, in a word, Madam, Your Husband Mr. 
Loveleſs is in Town, and has been theſe three Days; I 
parted with him an Hour ago, | 

Am. In Town! You amaze me! for Heav'n's ſake go 
ON. : : | 

T. Wor. Faith, Madam, conſidering Itzly, and thoſe 
Parts have furniſnt him with nothing but an Lmprovemenr. 
of that Lewdneſs he carry d over, I can t properly give you 
Joy of his Arrival: Beſides, he is ſo very poor, that you 
wou d take him for an Inhabitant of that Country. And 
when I confirm'd your being Dead, he only ſhook his Head, 


and call'd you Good-natur d Fool, or to that effect; nay, 


tho'T told him his Unkindneſs broke vour Heart. 

Am. Barbarous Man! not ſhed a Tear upon my 
Grave? But why did vou tell him | was Dead? : 
T. Wor. Becaute, Madam, I thought you had no mind 


to have your Houſe plunder d; and for another Reaſon, 


which if you dare liſten ro me, perhaps you'll not 
diſlike : In a word, tis ſuch a Straragem, that will either 
make him aſham'd of his Folly, or in love with your 
Virtue. . | 
Am. Can there be a Hope, when ev'n my Death cou'd © 
not move him to a relenting Sigh! Yer pray inſtruct 
T. Wor. You know, Madam, twas not above four or 


five Months after you were married, but (as moſt young 


Husbands do) he grew weary of you: Now 1 am confi- 
dent twas more an Affect.ition of being faſhionably Vi- 


| ©10us, than any reaſonable Ditlike he cou'd either find in. 


B oui 
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your Mind or Perſon: Therefore, cou d you, by ſome 
Artifice, paſs upon him as a New Miſtre:s, I am apt to 
believe you wou'd find none of the wonted Coldnefs in 
his Love, bur a younger Hear, and fierce Defire. 
Am. Suppoſe this done: What wou'd be the Conſe- 
quence? ö 

T. Wor. Oh, your having then a juſt Occaſion to re- 

ach him with his broken Vows, and to ler him fee the 
Weakneſs of his deluded Fancy, which ev'n in a Wite, 
while unknown, cou'd find thoſe real Charms, which his 
blind, ungrareful Lewdneſs wou'd ne'er allow her to be 
Miſtreſs of. After this, I'd have you ſeem freely to re- 
ſign him to thoſe fancy'd Raprures, which he deny'd 
were in a Virtuous Woman : Who knows bur this, with 
a little ſubmiſſive Eloquence, may ſtrike him wich fo 
great a ſenſe of Shame, as may reform his Thoughts, and 
tx him your's ? | 0 

Am. You have reviv'd me, Sir: Bur how can I aſſure 
my ſelf he'll like me as a Miſtreſs ? 

Toung Wor. From your being a New one. Leave 
the Management of all to me; I have a Trick ſhall draw 


him to Your Bed; and when he's there, faith, e en let 


him Cuckold himſelf; I'll engage, he likes you as a 
Miſtrets, tho ay ca not as a Wife: Ar leaſt, ſhe'l] have 


the Pleaſure of knowing the difference between a Husband 


and a Lover, without the Scandal of the former. | Aſide. 
Am. You have oblig'd me, Sir; it 1 ſucceed, the Glory 
| Mall be your a | ; 


T. Wor. I'll wait on you at your Lodging, and conſulr 


how I may be farther ſerviceable ro you : Bur you muſt 
put this in ſpeedy execution, left he ſhou'd hear of you, 
and prevent your Deſign; in che mean time, tis a Secret 
to all the World but your ſelf and me. 

Am. I'll ſtudy to be Grateful, Sir. 

T. Wor. Now for you, Madam. [To Hillaria. 
Nar. So! I am to be laſt ferv'd : Very well! | Alide. 


T. Wor. My Brother, Madam, confefles he ſcatter d 
ſome rough Words laſt Night ; and I take the liberty to 


tell you, you gave him ſome Provocation. 


Hil. That may be; but I'm reſolv'd ro be Miſtreſs of 


my Actions before Marriage, and no Man ſhall uſurp a 
Power over me, till I give it T. Wor. 


_ poſe: 


Arthur , tor 1 found a picafing Dilappoiacmenc 
| 5 4 32 
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YT Wor. At leaſt, Madam, conſider what he faid, as 
the Effects of an Impatient Paſſion, and give him leave, 


this Aſternoon, to ſet all right agen. 


Hil. Well, if I don't find my ſelf out of Order after 


Dinner, perhaps I may ſtep into the Garden ; But I won't 


promiſe you, neither. ; 
T. Wor. I dare believe you without it. — Now, 
Madam, I am your humble Servant. ) Nar. 
Nar. And every Body's humble Servant. {Wks of. 
T. Mor. Why, Madam, I am come to tell vou —— 
Nar. What Succeſs you had with that Lady, I ſup- 
I don't mind Intrigues, Sir. a; 
J. Wor. I like this Jealouſy, however, tho' I fcarce 


know how to appeaſe ir. 'Tis Buſineſs of Moment, Madam, 


and may be done in a Moment. | 
Nar. Your's is done with me, Sir; but my Buſineſs is 
not ſo ſoon done as vou imagine. | 
T. Wr. Ina word, I have very near reconcil'd my 
Brother and your Couſin, and I don't doubt but To- mor- 
row will be the Day; it I were but as well affur'd of your 


| Conſent for my Happineſs too! 


Nar. Firſt tell me your Difcourſe with that Lady; 
and afrerwards, if you can look me in the face.. 
Oh, are you ſtudying, Sir? | 

T. Wor. S Death! I muſt not truſt her with it; ſhe'll te-! 


it the whole Town for a Secret. — Pox ! Ne er a Lye! 


Naur. You ſaid it was of the greareſt Conſequence too 

T. Wor. A good Hint, faith. (Aſidt.] Why, Madam, 
ſince you will needs force it from me, 'twas to defire her 
to advance my Intereſt with you: But all my Intreaties 
cou d not prevail; tor ſhe told me, I was unworthy or 
you: Was not this of Conſequence, Madam? > 

Nar. Nay, now 1 muſt belicve vou, Mr. Whrthy, and 


Lask your Pardon; for ſhe was juſt railin g 2gainſt vou for 


a Husband, before you came. 
T. Wor. Oh! Madam, a favour'd Lover, like a good 
Toem, tor the Malice ot fome tew, makes e goncrow 


Temper more admire it. 


Nur. Nay, what ſhe faid, I muſt con'efs, hid much 
the ſame effett, as the Cotfee-Criticks ridiculing Vrince 
m ms 
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reading you; and till I fee your Beauties equall'd, 1 

| fhan't diſlike you for a few Faults. ; 

[ T. Wor. Then, ſince you have bleſt me with your good 

Opinion, let me beg of you, before theſe Ladies, ro com- 

pleat my Happineſs to Morrow. Let this be the laſt Night 

of your lying alone. 83 7 
Nar, What d'yee mean? — 

T. Vor. To marry you to Morrow, Madam. 
|  Nar. Marry me! Who put that in your head? 
T. Wor. Some {mall Encouragement which my Hopes 
have form'd, Madam. Sol 
| Nar. Hopes! Oh, Inſolence ! if it once comes to that, 
I don't queſtion but you have been familiar with me in your 


|  Imgination. Marry you! What lie in a naked Bed with 


vou trembling by your Side, like a tame Lamb for Sacri- 
fice! D'yee think I can be mov'd to love a Man, to kiſs, 
and toy with him, and ſo forth! | 


7. Wer. Tgad, I find nothing but down right Impu- 


dence will do with her. | A/ide ] No, Madam, tis 
the Man muſt kiſs, and toy with you, and ſo forth! Come, 


my dear Angel, pronounce the Joyful Word, and draw the 


Scene of my Eternal Happineſs. Ah! methinks I'm there 
already, Eager and Impatient of approaching Bliſs! Juſt 
laid within the Bridal Bed, our Friends retir d, the Cur- 
rains cloſe drawn around us, no Light but Czlia's Eyes, no 
Noiſe but her ſoft trembling Words, and broken Sighs, 
that plead in vain for Mercy: And now a trickling Tear 
fteals down her glowing Cheek, which tells rhe Ruſhing 
Lover at length ſhe yields: Yer vows ſhe'd rather die. But 
" ſtill ſubmics to the uncxperienc'd Joy. | Embracing her. 
Hil. What Raprures, Mr. Worthy. | 1 
T. Wor. Only the force of Love in Imagination, Madam. 
Nar. O Lord! dear Couſin! and Madam! let's be gone, 
J vow he grows rude ! Oh, for Heav'n's fake! I ſhan't ſhake 
of my Fright theſe ten Days: O Lord! 1 will not ſtay — 
Ze gone! tor I declare I loarh the fight of you. | Exit. 
T. Wor. I hope you'll ſtand my Friend, Madam. 


_ Hil. Il get her into the Garden after Dinner. [ Exeunt. 


T. Vor. I find there's nothing to be done with my La- 
dy before Company , tis a ſtrange affected Piece But 
there's no fault in her 1000 J. a Year, and char's tlie _ 

| e ffone 
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fone than attracts my Heart. Thc M iſe and Grave 
may tell us of ſtrange Chimera call d Virtucs in a omar, 
and that they alone are the beſt Dowry ;, bur, tairh, we 
Younger Brochers are of anocher mind. 
Women are chanz'd from what they were of ol: | 
Therefore let Lovers ſtill this Maxim hold, 
She's only worth, thar brings her Weight in 922 | 
| | | xt. 


* 


— — | — 


Ar Il. The SCENE a Garden 


belonging 10 Sir William Wile- 
 woud's Houſe, 


(Enter Narcifſa, Hillaria, and Sir No#elty  aſhion. } 


Hil. H! for Heav'n's fake! no more of this Ga!- 
lantry, Sir Novelty: For I know you ſay the 
| ſame to every Woman you ſee. | 

Sir Nov. Every one that ſees vou, Madam, muſt ſay the 
fame. Your Beauty, like the Rack, forces every Beholder 
to confeſs his Crime of daring to adore you. 

Nar. Oh! TI han't Patience to hear all this! If he be 
blind, I'll open his Eyes. I vow, Sir Nove/ty, vou Men 


of Amour are ſtrange Creatures: You think no Woman 


worth your while, unleſs you walk over a Rival's Ruin to 
ter Heart: I know nothing has encouraged your Paſſion to 
my Coufin more, than hcr Engagement ro Mr, Worthy, 
Hil, Poor Creature, now is the Angry, the han't the Ad- 
dreſs of a Fop I nauſeare ! [ Aſide. 
Sir Nov. Oh! Madam, as to that, I hope the Lady 
will eafily diſtinguiſh the Sincerity of her Adorers. Tho'T 


muſt allow Mr. Worthy is infinitely the Handiomer Perſon! 


Nar. O! fye, Sir Novelty, make nor ſuch a prepoſterous 


_ Compariſon ! 


4 Sir Nov. Oh! Ged ! Madam, there is no Compari: 
Nar. Pardon me, Sir! he's an unpoliſhr Animal! 
: 1 | | B 3 — Sir Nov. 


—  _— - - 


0 
a8 LovE's LASsT Snirr: Or, 
Sir Nov. Why does your Ladyſhip really think me 


I don't know, Madam: 
Town does talk of me, indeed ;--— but the Dev'l rake 


Aundred Guinea's laid in my Hand, as a Gratuity, to encou- 


= 


Tolcrable ? | 
Hil. So! ſhe has ſnapt his Heart already, { Aſide. 


Sir Nov. Pray, Madam, how do I look to day ! —— 


What, curſedly, I'll warrant ; with a more Hellith Com- 
plexion, than a Stale Actreſs at a Rehearſal. 
Tis true, --— the 


me, in my mind, I am a very Ugly Fellow ! 
Nar. Now you are too ſevere, Sir Novelty / 


Sir Nov. Not Il, burn me : —— For Heav'n's ſake deal 


freely wich me, Madam; and it you can, tell me —— one 


tolarable thing about me ? 


il. 'Twau'd poſe me, I'm ſure. — 1 
Aar. Oh! Sift Novelty, this is unanſwerable; cis hard 


to know the brighteſt part 0:4 Diamond. | 


Sir Rd. You'll make me bluſh, ſtop my Vitals, Ma- 
dam. — I' gad, I always faid ſhe was a Woman of Senſe. 
Strike me Dunib, I am in love with her.—— ll try her far- 
— hm But, Madam, is it poſſible I may vie with 
Mr. Wort hy? Not that he is any Rival of mine, Ma- 
dam; for I can aſſure you, my Inclinations lie where per- 


haps your Ladyſhip little thinks. 


Hil. So! row lam rid of him. PIE | 

vir Nu. Bur pray tell me, Madam; for I realiy love 
a ſevere Criticx : lam ſure you muſt believe he has a 
more happy. Genius in Drets: For my part, I am bur a 
S'oven, | 155 | 

Nar, He a Genius: Unſufferable! Why, he drefies 
worte than a Captain ot the Militia ; But you, Sir Nove. h, 
are a true Original, the very Pink of Fathicn ; Ul warrant 
you there's not a Milner in Town but has go: an Eſtate 
by yor. 


Dir Nerve I muſt confefs, Madam, I am for doing good 


to my Country: For you fee this Suit, Madam. 


I ſuppole you art not ignorant what a hard time the Rib- 


bon-Weavers have had ſince the late Mourning: Now my 
defign is to fer the poor Rogues up again,by recommending 
this ort of Trimming : The Fancy is pretty well for Se- 
cond Mourmng. — By che way, Madam, I had Fifteen 


rage 


Madam. 
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rage it: But i gad I retus'd em, being too well acquainted 
with the Conſequence of taking à Bribe, in a National Con- 
cern?. | 

Hil. A very Charitable Faſhion, indeed, Sit Now?!ty # 
But how if it ſhouid noc Take? ; 

Nur. Ridicn ous ! Take ! I warrant you, in a Week the 


hole Town will have it: Tho' perhaps Mr. Mt hy will be 


one of the laſt of em: He's a meer } alzt de Chambre to all 
Faſhion; and never is in any, till his Eetters have left them 
of, | | 

Sir Nov. Nav, Ged, now | muſt laugh; for the Dev'l take 


me, it I did not meet him, not above 4 Fortnight 480, in 


Coat with Buttons no bigger than Nutm gs. 

Hil, There, I muſt conteſs, you out- do him, Sir X. 
ve lt). | | 
Sir Nr. Oh, dear Madam, why mine arc not above three 
inches Diametcr. 

Hil, Eut methinks, Sir Novelty, your Sleeve is a Tirol 


100 extravagant. 


Sir Nov. Nay, Madam, there you w me; mine 
does bur juſt reach my Knuckles, but my Lord Overdo 3 


covers his Diamond-Ring. 


Hil. Nay, I confeſs, the Faſhion may be very uſeful 
to you Gentlemen that make Campaigns; for ſnou d 
you unfortunately loſe an Arm, or fo, that Sleeve mighs 
be very convenient to hide the Defect on t. 

Sir Nor. Ha: Ithink your Ladyſwp's in the right on't, 

7 [Hiding his Hand in his Sleeve... 

Nar. Oh! fuch an Aire! fo becoming a Negligence ! 
Upon my Soul, Sir Novelty, vou'll be the Envy of the 
Bean Monde ! | | 

Hil. Mr. Worthy / A good Fancy were thrown away up- 
on him! Bur you, Sir, are an Ornament to your Cloaths. 

Sir Nou. Then your Ladyſhip really thinks they are 


Bien Entendue / 


Hil, A Merville, Monſiew !&—& © 
Sir Nov. She has almoſt as much Wir as her Couſin. 


_-——= I muſtconfeſs, Madam, this Coat has had a univer- 


ſal Approbation: For this Morning I had all the Eminent 

Taylors about Town at my Levee, earneſtly petitioning for 

rhe firſt Meaſure of it: Now, Madam, if you thought 
TM EB 4 'rwou 


4 
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'ewou'd oblige Mr. Worthy, I wou'd let his Taylor have it 


before any of 'em. 

Nar. See here he comes, and the Duce take me, i 
think twou d be a great piece of good Nature; for I de- 
clare he looks as Rough as a Dutch Corporal. Pri- 
thee, Sir Novelty, let's laugh at him! 

Sir Nov. OGed ! No, Madam, that were too cruel : 


| Why you know he can't help it Let's take no no- 


tice of him. | 

Hil. Wretched Coxcomb. [ Aſide, 
Enter Elder Worthy.] + 

El. Vor. I find my Reſolution is but vain, my Feet have 


ne hither againſt my Will: But. ſure I can com- 


my Tongue, which III bite off e're it ſhall ſeek 2 
Reconciliation. Still fo Familiar there! But tis no mat- 


ter, I'll try if I can wear Indifference, and ſeem as careleſs 


in my Love, as ſhe is ot her Honour, which ſhe can never 


truly know the worth of, while ſhe perſiſts to let a Fool 


thus play with it. ----- Ladies, your humble Servant. 
Hill. Now can't I forbear fretting his Spleen à little: 
[aſide] Oh! Mr. Worthy, we are admiring Sir Novelty, 
and his new Suit: Did you ever ſee ſo ſweet a Fancy? He 
is as full of Variety as a good Flay, 

El. Wor. He's a very pleatant Comedy indeed, Madam, 
and dreſt with a great deal of good Satyr, and no doubt 
2 oblige both the Stage and the Town, eſpecially the 


Hil. So! There's for me. [ Aſides 
Sir Nov. O Ged! Nav, prithee, Tm, you know my 
Humour. - Ladies! Stop my Vitals! I don't be- 


lieve there are Five hundred in Town that ever took any. 
notice of me. 


*" El. Wor. Oh, Sir, there are ſome that take ſo much 
| orice of you, that che Town takes notice of them for'r. 


Hil. It works rarely. | [ Aſrde, 


Sir Nov. How, of them, Tom, upon my Account 


O Ged; I wou d not be the Ruin of any Lady's Reputa- 
tion, for the World. Stop my Virals! Im very ſorry 
fort: Prichee,. name bur one that has a favourable 
Thought of me; and to convince you that I have no De- 


Periwig. 


ſign upon her, III inſtantly viſit her in an unpouder 3 
„ El. Nr. 


1 N 


v.F. "7 W. 


VUnmarry'd. 
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, ſhe I mean, is a Woman of Senſe to. 
! Prichee, Pox, dont Banter me! Tis 


El. Wor 
Sir Nov. 


impoſſible ! What can ſhe ſee in me ? 


El. Wor. Oh, a thouſand Taking Qualities! This Lady 
will inform you. Come, I'll introduce you. 
| { Pulls him. 

Sir Nov. O Ged, no! Prithee ! -— Hark you in your 
Ear! — I am off of her: Demme, if I bent! I am, 
ſtop my Vitals! „ 

El. Wor. Wretched Rogue! [Aſide.] Pſhaw! no 
matter; [I'll reconcile you. Come, Madam. 

Hil. Sir! 5 | 8 

El. Wor. This Gentleman humbly begs to kiſs your 


Hand. 


Hil. He needs not your Recommendation, Sir. 

El. Wr. True! a Fool recommends himſelt to your 
Sex, and that's the reaſon Men of common Senſe live 

Hil. A Fool. without jealouſy, is better than a Wit 
with Ill- Nature. | 

El. Wor. A friendly Office, ſeeing your Fault is II- 
Nature, ns 

Hil. Believing more than we have, is Pititul. — 


Lou know I hate this Wretch, loath and tcorn hum. 


EI. Wor. Fools have a ſecret Art of pleaſing omen 
It he did not delight you, vou wou'd not hazard vont 
Reputation, by encouraging his Love. | 

Hil. Dares he wrong my Reputation? 3 

EI. Wor. He need not; the World will do it tor him 


chile you keep him Company. 


Hil, | dare aniwer it to the World. 
EI. Wor. Then why not to me? 
Hi. To latisfic you, were a4 Fondneſs I never flu d 
forgive my leif, | Ee. | 
EI. Wor. To perfiſt in it, is what [1] neter torpive, 
Hi!. Inſolence! Is it come to this! Never tee 


me more. 


ä El. Wor. I have loſt the fight of you already, ticre 
40gs à cloud ot Folly between you, and the Woman! 
acc thought yaus 
| 4s Hillaria is g , 
A 5 | 14 Y 


* 
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: [Enter Young Worthy.) I 4 
Y. Wor. What to our ſelves in Paſſion we propoſe; 
The Paſſion ceaſing, do's the Purpoſe loſe. 


Madam, there fore, pray let me engage you to ſtay a little 


*rill your Fury is over, that you may ſee whether you 
have reaſon to be Angry, or no. 
Sir. Nov. | to Nur.] Pray, Madam, who is that Gentle- 


man? | 
Narr. Mr. Weorthy's Brother, Sir, a Gentleman of no 


mean Parts, I can aſſure you. . 

Sir Nov. I don't doubt it, Madam: ——— He has a very 
good Walk. | | 

Hil. To be jealous of me with a Fool, is an Aﬀront to 
my Underſtanding. NE 

T. Wor. Tamely to reſign your Reputation to the merci- 


leſs Vanity of a Fool, were no Proof of his Love. 


Hil. Tis queſtioning my Conduct. 


T. Wor. Why, you let him kiſs your Hand laſt Night be- 


- 


fore his Face. 


Hil. The Fool diverred me, and I gave him my Hand, 


as I wou'd lend my Money, Fan, or Handkerchief to a Le- 
gerdemain, that I might fee him play all his Tricks over. 

T. Wor. O Madam! no Juggler is ſo deceitful as a Fop; 
for while vou look his Folly in the Face, he ſteals away 
your Reputation, with more caſe than the other picks 
yeur Focker. EE, 

Hil. Some Fools indeed are dangerous. OO 

T. Wor. I grant you, your Deſign is on'y to Jaugh at 
bim: But that's more than he finds out: Therefore you 
muſt cx pcct he will tell the World another Story; and 'ris 
ten to one but the Conſequence makes Yau repent ot your 
Curioſity. | ” 

Hil. You ſpeak Ike an Oracle: 1 tremble at the 
Thoughrs on t. Es 

J. Ver. Here's One ſnall reconcile your Fears 


Frotter, 1 have done your Buſineſs: Hillaria is convinced 
ol ber Indiſcretion, and has a Pardon ready, for your ask - 


ig it. | 
El. Her. She's the Criminal; 1 have no occaſion for it. 


Z. Wy, 


In 


le 


2 
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T. Vor. See, ſne comes toward you; give her a civil Word 
at leaſt, 
Hit. Mr. Worthy, I'll not be behind-hand in the Acknow- 
ledgmenr I owe you: | freely confeſs my Folly, and for- 


give your harſh Conſtruction of it: Nay, I'll not condemn 
your want of Good-nature, in not endeavouring, (as your 
Brocher has done) by mild Arguments to convince me of 


my Error. 


El. Mor. Now you vanquiſh me! I bluſh to be out- done 


in Generous Love! 1 am your Slave, diſpoſe of me as yo 
_ pleaſe. 


Hil. No more; from this Hour be you the Maſter of 
my Actions, and my Heart. 


EI. Wor. This Goodneſs gives you the power, and T obey 


| with Pleaſure. 


. Wor. So! I find I hart preach'r ro no purpoſe ! 
Well Madam, if you find him Guilty of Love, c'en let to 


| Norrow be his Execurion-Day ; make a Husband of him. 
and there's rhe Extent of Loves Law. 


Fl. Wor. Brother, I am indebted to you. 

T. Wir, Well, I'll give you a Ditcharge, if you'll bur 
icave me halt an hour in private with that Lady. 

Hil. How will you get rid ct Sir Novelty ? 

T. Nor. I'll warranc vou; leave him to me. 5 

Hil. Come, Mr. Worthy, as we walk, I'll inform you 
ho; I intend to ſacrifice that & retch ro your Laughccr, 
El. Wor, Not, Madim, chat | want Revenge on {+ 
, conrempeible a Creature: Bur I think, you ove this 
* futtice to your ſelt, to Fer him tee (ir potſiblc) you never 
took him tor any other than what hie really is, 


T. Wir. eil! box ot your Politica . 
tulr oc em Within. 


Hil, Well obey vob, Sir. ----—- 
| Exeunt E'der Wort.) and 13 11770. 
T. V. Pray, Nadum, give me leave to beg i rd in 
private with vou. Sir, if you pleate. | Ty Sir Novelty whe 
is takirg Snuff. 


Pritiee cor- 


Sir Mu. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. 
T. Wor. Sir.... 
Sir Nov. Nay, tis right, Ill aſſure you. Ogi ering bis Bfæ. 


J. Wir. Av, Sir; ——— but gow che Lady wou'd be 
uunc, — | Ny 


1 . 
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Sir Nov. Sir.! 

J. Wor. The Lady wou'd be alone, Sir. | 
Sir Nov. I don t hear her ſay any ſuch thing. 
T. Wor. Then 1 tell you fo, and I wou d adviſe you to 
believe me. 


Sir Nov. I ſhall not take your Advice, Sir: But if you 


really think the Lady wou'd be alone, why you 
had beſt leave her. | 5 g 

T. Wor, In ſhort, Sir, your Company is very unſeaſon- 
able at preſent. * 


Sir Nov. I can tell you) Sir, if you have de more Wit 
than Manners, the Lady will be bur feurvily entertain d. 


Nar. Oh fie, Gentlemen, no Quarreling before a Wo- 
man, I befeech you. Pray let me che Buſineſs ? 

Sir Nov. My Buſineſs is Love, Madam. 
 Nar. And your's, Sir! 


T. Mor. What, I hope you are no Stranger too, Ma- 


dam. As for that Spark, you need take no Care of him . 
| for if he flays much longer, 1 will do bis Buſineſs my 


Nav. Well, I vow Love's a pleafent thing, when the 
Men come to cutting of Throats once. O Gad! I'd fain 
have them fight a. little. Methinks Narciſſa 
wou'd ſound 10 great in an Expiring Lover's Mouth. 
Well, Im reſolv d Sir Novelty ſhall not go yet; for I will 
have the pleaſure of hearing my ſelf prais d a little, tho 
I don't marry this Month for t. Come, Gentlemen, 
ſince you both ſay Love's your Buſineſs, een plead for 
your ſelves; and he that ſpeaks the greater Paſhon, ſhall 
have the faireſt Return. | 


T. Wor. Oh, the Dev'l! now is ſhe wrapt with the 


hopes of a little Flarrery ! There's no Remedy bur Pati- 
_ ence. S Death, what Piece have | ro work upon! 
Nar. Come Gentlemen, one at a time. Sir Novelty, 
what have you to fay to me? | 
Sir Nov. In the firſt place, Madam, I was the firſt Per- 
ſon in England that was complimented with the name of 
Beau, which is a Title I prefer before Righr Honourable : 


For that may be Inherited : But rhis I extorted from the 


whole Nation, by my ſurpriſing Mien, and unexampled 


Naur. 
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have you to ſay ro me, Sir? 
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Sir Nov. Then another thing, Madam; It has been 

obſerved, that I have been eminently ſucceſsful in thoſe 

Faſhions I have recommended to the Town; and I don't 

queſtion but this very Suit will raife as many Ribbond- 

Weavers, as ever the Clipping or Melting Trade did Gold- 


ſmiths. 


Sir Nov. Piſh ! what does the Foet mean! he ſays no- 


thing of me yet. 


Sir Nov. In ſhort, Madam, the Craver-ſtring, the Gar- 
ter, the Sword -knot, che Centurine, the Bardaſh, the 
Steinkirk, the large Button, the long Sleeve, the Plume, 
and full Peruque, were all created, cryd down, or revi- 


ved by me: In a word, Madam, there has never been any 


thing particularly Taking or Agreeable for theſe ten Years 

paſt, but your humble Servant was the Author of it. 

T. Wor, Where the Dev'] will this end? 
Nar. This is all Extravagant, Sir Novelty , But what 
Sir Nov. I'll come to you preſently, Madam, I have juſt 

done : Then you muſt know, my Coach and Equipage are 


as well known, as my felf; and ſince the Conveniency of 


two Play-houſes, I have a better Opportunity of ſhewing 
them: For between every Act — Whisk —— 1 
am gone from one to th other : --- Oh! what pleaſure 
tis at a good Play, to go out before half an Act's done! 
Nar. Why at a good Play? | 
Sir Nov. O! Madam, it * Particular, and gives the 


0 


whole Audience an Opportunity of turning upon me at 


once: Then do they conclude I have ſome extraordinary 
Bufineſs, or a fine Woman to go to at leaſt: And then a- 
gain, it ſhews my Contempt of what the dull Town think 
chiefeſt Diverſion: But if I do ſtay a Play out, I always fic 
with my Back to the Stage. 
Nar. Why ſo, Sir? 1 
Sir Nov. Then every Body will imagine I have been tired 


with it before; or thut I am jealous Who talks to Who in 


the King's Box. And thus, Madam, do I take more Pains 


to preſerve a publick Reputation, than ever anv Lady took, 


after the Small-Pox, to recover her Complexion. 
Nar. Well, but to the Point; What have you to ſav to me, 


Sir Novelty ? | T. Mor. 
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T. Wor. Now does ſh< expect ſome compliment ſhall out- 
flatter her Glaſs. 

Sir Nov. To you Madam ? . — Why, I have been ſay- 
ing all this to you. 

Nar. To what end, Sir? 

Sir Nov. Why, all this have I done for your ſake. 

Nar. What Kindneſs is it to me ? 

Sir Nov. Why, Madam, don't you think it more Glory 
to be beloved by one eminently particular Perſon, whom 


all the Town knows and talks of; nan to be ador' d by five 


hundred dull Souls that have lived Incognito? 

Nar. That, I muſt confets, is a prevailing Argument; but 
ftill you han't told me why you love me. 

T. Wor. That's a Task he has left {or me, Madam. 

Sir Nov. Tis a Province I never undercake ; I muſt con- 
feſs, I think tts ſufficient, if I tell a Lady why the ſhou d 
love me. 

Nar. Hang him! he's too conceited; he's fo in Lore 
with himſelf, he won't allow a Woman 'the bare Comiort 
of a Compliment. Well, Mr. Worthy, | 

T. Wor. M ky, Madam, I have obſerved ſeveral parti- 
cular Qualities in your Ladyſhip, that 1 have pertectly a- 
dor d you for; as, the majeitick Toſs of your Head; 
— Your obliging-bow'd Court iy; — your la 


tyrical Smile; your bluſhing oo hat he ſpeaks, 


Laugh; — your demure Look; -—- the 

_earcleſs Tie of your Hood, --- the eo [wy wang - 
"reel Flirt of your Fan; --— the deſiʒ _ 
Accident in your letting fall, and Your 3 manner 


of receiving it from him that takes ic up. 


[ They both offer to take up ter Fan: and in ſtriving, 
I. \ orthy puſhes Sir Novelty on is Back. 


Sir Nov. adjaſting himſelf.) I hope your Ladyſhip will 


excuſe my D'ſorder, Madam. How now! 
L Enter a Fiotmun to Sir Noveltv-J 


"> Foot. Ch, Sir! Mrs. Flu, . 


Sir Nov, Ha ſpeak ner: What of her? 
Fot. By fome untuc!s :\« don, has ditcover'd your 
being here, and rave: we a *11c{-3,0mun : She's at vour 


Lodging, dir, and l. bre 5 au above Forty Pounds 
3 worth 


Dr ' 


(= 


is 


from hence. —-- Madam, I ask your Ladyſhip ten thou- 


Sir Niv. As unwillingly as the Soul the Body : Bur 
moſt devoted Slave. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 


ther, dear Sir, upon my Soul I won't ſtir if you do. ---- 
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worth of China before I came away; ſhe ralk'd of follow- 
ing hicher ; and if you don't make haſte, I'm afraid will 
be here before you can get through the Houſe, Sir. 
Sir Nov. This Woman is certainly the Dev'l ; her 
ealouſy is implacable ; I muſt ger rid of her, tho I give 
r more for a Separate Maintenance, chan her Conſcience 
demanded for a Settlement before Enjoy ment. 
See the Coach ready; and if you meet her, be ſure you 
ſtop her with ſome prerended Buſineſs, till I am got away 


fand Pardons: There's a Perſon of Quality expects me as 
my Lodging, upon extraordinary Buſineſs. 
Nar. What, will you leave us, Sir Novelty ? 


this is an irreſiſtable Occaſion : Madam, your 


— Madam, I kiſs your Rand. —-- O Ged, no far- 


{ Young Worthy ſees him to the Door. 
| [ Exit Sir Nov. 

T. Wor, Nay then, Sir, Your humble Servant: So! 
ths was a lucky Deliverance. 

Nar. I over-heard the Buſineſs, = You ſee, 
Mr. Worthy, a Man muſt be a Slave to a Miſtreſs ſometimes, 
as well as a Wife; yet all can't perſwade your Sex to 2 
tavourable Opinion of poor Marriage. 

. Wor. I long, Madam, for an Opportunity to con- 
vince you of your Error; and therefore give me leave to 
hope to Morrow you will tree me from the pain of farther 
Expe&ation, and make an Husband of me. Come, 
I'll ſpare your Bluſhes, and believe I have alseady nam d 

che Day. | 

Nar. Had not we better Confider a :'ctle ? 

T. Wer. No, let's avoid Conſiderat ion, tis an Enemy 
both to Love and Courage : They that Conſider much, hve 
to be old Batchelors, and young Fighters. No! no! we 
ſhall have time enough to Conſider arter Marriage. 
Bur why are you to Serious, Madam 2 

| Nay. Not but I do coritert to Morrow ſhall be the Day, 
Mr. Worthy : But Pin atraid you have not lov'd me long e- 
Nougi to make our Marriage be the Town talk: For tis the 

| | Falhion 
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Faſhion now to be the Town-talk; and you know, one had 


25 be out of the World, as out of the Faſhion. 


talk; but ir has been in the News-Letters above a Fort- 
Song I made of you, has been ſung at the Muſick-Meeting; 


and you may imagine, Madam, I took no little Care to let 
| the Ladies and the Beaux know who 'twas made on. 


| Nar. Well, and what ſaid the Ladies? 
T. Wor. What was molt obſervable, Madam, was, that 


| while it was ſinging, my Lady Manlove went out in a great 


ion. 

Var. Poor Jealous Animal! On my Conſcience, that Cha- 
ritable Creatute has ſuch a Fund of kind Compliance for 
all young Fellows, whoſe Love lies dead upon their Hands, 


that ſhe has been as great a Hindrance to us Vertuous Wo- 


men, as ever the Bank of England was to City Gold- 
ſmichs. | 


Wor. I don't know, Madam, what you call Town- 
night ago, that we were already married. Beſide, the laſt 


AP] 


T. Wor. The Reaſon of that, is, Madam, becauſe you=+. | 


Vertuous Ladies pay no Intereſt : I muſt confeſs the Prin- 
cipal, our Health, is a little ſecurer with you. 


Nar. Well, and is not that an Advantage worth entring 


into Bonds for? not but I vow, we vertuous Devils do love 


to inſult a little; and to ſay Truth, it looks too Credu- 
lous and Eaſy in a Woman, to Encourage a Man, before he 


has figh'd himſelf to a Skeleton. 
T. Wor. But Heaven be thank't, we are pretty even 
with you in the End: For the longer you hold us off be- 


fore Marriage, the ſooner we fall ott after it. | 


Nar. What, then you take Marriage to be a kind ot 
Jeſuits Powder, that intalliblv cures the Fever of Love 

T. Wor. Tis indeed a Jeſuir's Powder ; for the Trieſts 
firſt invented it: And only abſtain'd from ir, becauſe they 
knew it had a bitter Taſte; then gilded it over with a pr. 


tended Bleſſing, and fo palm d it upon the Unrhinking 


Laity. 
Nar. Prithee don't ſcrue your Wit beyond the com- 
paſs of Good Manners.---- D'yee think I ſhall be tun d to 


Maatrimony, by your railing agein't it? If you have ſo lu 


tle ſiomack to it, I'll e en make you faſt a Weck longer. 


T H, 


id Ll LS nd 
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7.Wor. Ay, bur ler me tell you, Madam, tis no Poli- 


cy to keep a Lover at a thin Diet, in hopes to raiſe his 


Appetite on the Wedding-Night ; for then 
We come like ſtarving Beggars to a Feaſt, 
Where, unconfin'd, we Feed with Eager Haſte, 
Till each repeated Morſel palls the Taſte, 
Marriage gives Prodigals a boundleſs Treaſure, 
Who ſquander that, which might be laſting Pl:a'ure; 
And Women think they ne er have Over-meaſure. 


Excunt. 


— — 
— 8 — — 


ACT III. The ScENE Sir Wil 


liam Wiſewoud's Houſe. 
[Enter Amanda and Hillaria, mating. | 


_ Hil. I gueſs at it, and fain wou'd be 

1 farisfied of the Particulars : Your Husband 

is returned, and I hear knows nothing of your being alive: 
Young Worthy has told me of your Deſign upon him. 

Am. is that. I wanted your Advice in: What think 


An. M. Dear, I have News ſor you. 


Fou of ir? 


Hil. O! I admire it: Next to forgetting your Husband, 
tis the beſt Counſel was ever given vou; for under the 
Ditguitc of Miſtreſs, you may now take a fair advantage of 
indulging yaur Love; and the little Experience you have 
had of it alccady, has been jutt enough not to let you be 
atraid of a Man, 

Am. W ill you never leave your mad Humour? 
Hil. Not till my Youth leaves me: Why ſhould Mo · 
men affett Ignorance among themſelves, when we con; 


verſe with Men? Indeed,Modeſty and Good-Breeding oblige 


us not to underſtand, what, fometimes, we can't help | 
thinking of. 
Am. Nay I don't think the worſe of you for what you 


- fay: For tis obſerv d, that a Bragging Lover, and an over- 


thy Lady, are the fartkeſt from what they would mow. s 


— 
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the one is as ſeldom kown to receive a Favour, as the e- 
ther to reſiſt an Opportunity. | 

Hil. Moſt Women have a wrong Senſe of Modeſty, as 
ſome Men of Courage; if you don't fight with all you 
mect, or run from all you ſec, you are preſently thought 
a Coward, or an Ill Woman. | 

Am. Nou ſay true; and tis as hard a matter,now-a-days, 
for a Woman to know how to converſe with Men, as for a 


Man to know when to draw Eis Sword: For manv times both 


Sexes are apt to over-a their Parts : To me the Rules ot 
Virtue have been ever facred; and I am loth to break 
em by an unadvited Underſtanding : Therefore, dear H:!- 


laria, help n ©, for I am ar a loſs.-—- Can I juſtine, 


think you, my intended Defign upon my Husband ? 
 Ail. As how, prithee ? 


Am. Why, it I Court and Conquer him, as a Miſtreſ:, 


am not I acceflory to his · violating che Eonds of Marriage ! 


For though 1 am his Wife, yet while he loves me not as 


ſuch, I cncourage an Unlawtul Paſſion; and though the A& 


1 yer his Intent is criminal: How can 1 anſwer 
is! 

Hil. very eaſily; for if he don't intrigue with you, 
be will with ſome Body elſe in the mean time, and I think 
you have as much Right to his Remains as any one. 

Am. Ay! but I am affured, the Love he will pretend 
to me is vicious: And tis uncertain that I ſhall prevent 
his doing worſe elſewhere. 2 
Hlil. Tis true, a certain Ill ought not to be done for an 
uncertain cod. But then again, of two Evils, chuſe the 


leaſt; and ſure tis lets criminal to let him love you as a 


ur than to let him hate you as a Wife. 345 ſuc- 
cced. I ſuppoſe you will eaſily forgive your Guilt in the 
Am. ſo ſay truth, I find no Argument yer ſtrong e- 
nough to conquer my laclination to it. But is there no 
danger, think z ou, of his knowing me ? 
Hil. Nox the leaſt, in my Opinion : In the firſt place, 
he confidently believes you are Dead: Then he has nor ſeen 
Jou theſe eight or ten Years : Beſides, you were not above 
Sixteen when he letr you: This, with the Alteration the 


Small-pox have made in you, (tho' not for the * 


N 
ſi 


* 
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think, are ſufficient Diſguiſes to ſecure you from his 

Am, Nay, and to this I may add, the conſiderable a- 
mendmenr of my Fortune; for when he left me, l had only 
my bare Jointure for a Subſiſtence: Beſide my ſtrange 
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manner ot receiving him ; 
Hil. That's what I wou'd fain be acquainted with. 
Am. I expect farther Inſtructions from Mr. Worthy eve- 


ry Moment; then you ſhall know all, my Dear. 


Hil. Nay, he will do you no ſmall Service: For a Thief 
is the beſt Thief-catcher. : 
Enter 4 Servant to Amanda.) 

Serv. Madam, your Servant is below, who fays Young 
Mr. Worthz's Man waits at your Lodgings with earneſt Bu-- 
ſineſs from his Maſter. | 

Am. Tis well, — Come, my Dear, I muſt have youg 


Aſſiſtance too. 


Hil. With all my Heart, I love to be at the bottom of 
a Secrer : For they ſay, the Confident of any Amour, has 
ſometimes more Pleaſure in the Obfervarion, than the 
Parties cancern'd in the Enjoyment: But methirks, you 
don't look with a good Heart upon the Buſineſs. 

Am. 1 can't help a little Concern in a Bufineſs of ſuch 


Moment : For though my Reafoa tells me my Deſignmuſt 


proſper; yet my Fears tay twere Happinets too great. 
— Oh! torecluim the Man I'm bound by Heaven to 
Love, to expoſe the Folly of a Roving Mind, in pleaſing 
him wich what he ſeem'd to loath, were ſuch a ſweet Re- 
venge for ſlighted Love, fo vaſt a Triumph of rewarded 
Conſtancy, as might perſwade the Looſer part of Woman- 
_ ev'n to forſake rhemtelves, and fall in Love with. 
rue. | 
[ Re-enter the Servant to Hillaria.] 


Serv. Sir Novelty Faſhion is below in his Coach, Ma- 
_ and enquires for your Ladyſhip, or Madam Nar- 
ciſſa. | 

Hil. You know my Coufin is gone out with my Lady 
Tittle-tongue : I hope you did not tell him I was Within? 

Serv. No, Madam, I did noc know if your Ladyſhip 
wou'd be ſpoke with, and therefore came to ſee, , 

| | | Hil. 
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Hil. Then tell him 1 went with her. 3 
Hil. You muſt know, my Dear, 1 have ſent to that Fury 


Mrs. Flareit, whom this Sir Novelty keeps, and have ſtung 


her ro ſome purpoſe with an account of his Paſſion for my 
Couſin : Iow d him a Quarrel, for that he made between 


Mr. Worthy and me, and I hope her Jealouſy will ſeverely 


revenge it; therefore I ſent my Couſin out of the way, 


becauſe, unknown to her, her Name is at the bottom c$ 


my Deſign. 


Here he comes: Prithee, my Dear, 


let's go down the Back-ſtairs, and take Coach from tl:o 


— _- ([Execunt Am. and Hil. 
Re. enter the Servant, conducting Sir Novelty.) 
Sir Nov. Both the Ladies Abroad, ſay you? Is Sir 
William Within? & 
Tes, Sir; if you pleaſe to walk in, Fll acquaint him 
that you ex pett him here. TD 


2 Sir Nov. Do ſo, prichee ; — and in the mean time 
let me conſider what I have to ſay ro him. ----- Hold! 


In the firſt place, his Daughter is in Love with me ! Wou d 
I marry her? Noh! Demm it, tis Mechanical to marry 
the Woman you Love; Men of 
ry thoſe they never ſaw. ------ But 1 hear Toung Worthy 
marries her to Morrow! which if I prevent not, will ſpoil 
my Deſign upon her. Let me fee! -. I have it! —- Ill 
perſwade the Old Fellow, that I wou'd marry her my felt! 
upon which ſhe immediately rejetts Toung Worthy, and 
Eves me free acceſs ro her! Good ! What follows upon 


that? Opportunity, Importunitv, Reſiſtance, Force, En- 


treaty, Perfiſting ! —— Daubting, Swearing, Lying, -— 
Bluſhes, Tielding, Victory, Pleaſure ! ——. "indifference : 
w— QO: here he comes in ordine ad. —- | 


[ Enter Sir William wiſewoud.)] 


Sir Wil. Sir Novelty, your Servant: Have you any Com- 


mands for me, Sir ? | | 
Sir Nov. I have ſome Propoſals ro make, Sir, con- 


' cerning your Happineſs and my own, which prehaps will 
| furprize you. Ina wor&;Sir, i am upon the very brink of 


Yo 
Sir Wil. Tis the beſt thing you can purſue, Sir, con- 
lidering you have a good Eſtate. _ St: 


- g _ ea 


Quality ſhou'd always mar- 


Sir 
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Sir Wit. > een von han't flepr upon't? 

Sir Nov. +  'Tcep, for thinking on't. Did 
not L re'}yo % 3%, Sw | | 
Sir Wil. weed, Sir: I am amaz'd! I 

am am 4 d | 
Si- A What think you of my Pro- 
. vy, Sir E like it not: But if I did, tis 
now / too a! Daughter is diſpos d of to a Gentleman 
that ſhe and | every well; at preſent, Sir, I have a lit- 
_ tle Buſinets, f chis be all, your humble Servant, I am in 


Hold, Sir: D'yee hear -s this all the Acænowledgmęnt 


goes naked fort: Had I a Son ſo dreſs d, I ſnou d take the 


_ Pleaſure of being fo : Nay, faith, and tis as hard a matter 
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Sir Nov. But whom do you think I intend to marry ? 
Sir Wil.- I can't imagine. Dear Sir, be brief, leſt your 


. Delay tranſport me into a Crime I wou'd avoid, which is 


Impatience. Sir, pray go on. 1 0 
Sir Nov. In fine, Sir, tis to your very Daughter, the 


Fair Narciſſa. f IE | 
Pray, Sir, how long have you had 


Sui Rumh! 
this in your heac ? | 
Sir Nv. A eferwo hours, Sir. | 


Sir Nov. Demmee ! what an inſenſible Blockhead's this? 
you make, for the Honour I deſign d you ? 

Sir Wil. Why truly, Sir, tis an Honour that J am not 
ambitious of: In plain terms, I do not like you for a Son- 
in-L W. | | 

Sir Nov. Now you ſpeak to the Purpoſe, Sir: But 
prithee, what are thy Exceptions to me? 1 

Sir Wil. Why, in che firſt place, Sir, you have too 
great 2 Paſſion for your own Perſon, to have any for your 
Wite's; In the next place, you take ſuch an Extravagant 
Care in the Cloathing your Body, that your Underſtanding 


liberty to call him an Egregious Fop. 5 

Sir Nov. I'Gad, thou art a Comical old Gentleman, 
and I'll tell thee a Secret: Underſtand then, Sir, from me, 
that all Young Fellows hate the name of Fop, as Women 
do the name of Whore : But I Gad, they both Love the 


for ſome Men to be Fops, as you call em, as tis for ſome 
Women to be Whores. ; Sir Wit 
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Sir il. That's pleaſant, i faith. Can't any Man bez 


Coldneſs of my Lady Free loves Inclination, but her Age 
and Wrinkles, that won't let her Cuckold her Husband. 
And again, tis not Sir 70hn Wou'dlook's Averfion to Dreſs, 
bur his want of a fertile Genius, that won't let him look 


dreſs d Gentlemen, I inrend to write a Play, where my 


affects to be a Beau, without either Genius or Foreign 
Education, and to call it, in Imitation of another famous 
Comedy, He Mou d if he Cou d: And now | think you are 


Family, pray Sir? | 

Sir Wil. Yes, Sir, I have; you ſeem to be the Off. 
ſpring of more than one Man's Labour; for certainly no 
leſs than a Dancing, Singing, and Fencing-Maſter, with 2 


Valler de Chambre, cou d be at the Begetting of you. 


I was made. | — 
Sir Wil. That is, Heaven made you a Man, and they 
have made a Monſter of you : And fo farewel to ye! 
Ts going, 
Saris 


Sir Nov. Hark ye, Sir; Am I to expect no 
fiction in the Propoſals I made you? 


ſelf like Paſſion : Now I preſume you are Young, and con- 
ſequently Raſh upon a Diſappointment; therefore, to pre- 


ot your Suit, I do not think it convenient to hold any far- 
ther Diſcourſe with you. G 
Sir Nv. Nay. faith, thou ſhalr ſtay to hear a little more 
of my Mind firſt. EY 

Sir Wil. Since you prefs me, Sir, 1 will rather bear 
with, than reſiſt you. 


Torrent of Philoſophy running through your Pericranium, 
char it has waſh'd your Brains away. | 


dir Wil. Pray, Sir, why do you think fo? 


Fop, or any Woman be a Whore, that has a mind tot? 
Sir Nov. No, faith, Sir; for let me tell you, tis not the 


like a Gentleman: Therefore in Vindication of all well. 


chiefeſt Character ſhall be a downright Engliſh-Booby, that 


anſwer d, Sir. Have you any Exceptions to my Birth, or. 


Taylor, Milliner, Perfumer, Peruque-Maker and French - | 
Sir Nov. All theſe have been at the Finiſhing of me ſince 


Sir Wil. Sir —Noching makes a Man loſe him- 


vent any Difference that may ariſe by repeating my retuſal” 


Sir Nov. I doubt, Old Gentleman, you have ſuch a 


I 
— 
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Fir Nov. Becauſe vou chuſe a heggarly, unaccountable 


ſort of Younger -vrotheriſh Rake-hell tor your Son-in-Laiy, 
before a Man of Quiiity, Eſtate, good Parts and Breeding, 


Demmc. | = | | 

Sir Wi, Tra en, I know neicher of the Perſons to 
whom 1 2 C44 rs 001g; if you pleaſe to write their 
MANCE OCH £16, 14s may tell you, if they be like 


Si Amo Wü tele in we 1 wou'd have been your 
So- 1 fo 4 10944 meer Toung Morchy before 
Sir M. Let den Þjiiu might have been 
A iind. you wou d 
not ch. an u neut tor 75,0; Worbby. oo 
H'5 Rro. her b may defer ve io) ä 
Str. Aov. n SM r 6 72 0 i | RA Arthy? 


1 
Sir . | Na. ; : 81 #1. Mg ) | 4 U! . 4 0 
Sir Now. ie m. % 4:5 very happy, 


| flop my Vitals! fort E. aaa art blind ; 


Not jealous of Toung Wort!) 4 i lo no-! 
[Enter Sir Noveic: s Se,, 4:0 4 Porter. ] 

Seyv. Sir, here's a Porter 4 Letter tor your 
Porter. I was order'd to give ic into your own Hand, 
Sir, and expett an Anſwer. 

Sir Nov. reads.) Excuſe, my dear Sir Novelty, the 
farc d Indifference I have ſhewn you, and let me recompence 
your paſt Sufferings with an Hour's Converſation, after the 
Play, at Rotamond's Pond, where hen will find an hearty 
Welcome to the Arms of your Narciſla ! 


Unexpected Happineis ! The Arms of your Narciſſu 


I gad, and when 1 am there, I'll make my ſelt Welcome. 
Faith, I did not think the was fo far gone neicher! But 
1 don't queſtion there are Five hundred more in her Condi- 
tion. | have a good mind not to go, faith! Yer, hang 
it, I will though, only to be revenged ot this O:d Fellow ! 
Nay, I'll have the Pleaſure of making it publics too: For 
I will give her the Muſick, and draw all the Town to bc 


 Wirnets of my Triumph! Where is the Lady ? — 


| To the Port., 


Porter. 
A 
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Porter. In a Hackney-Coach at the Corner of the 


Street. BI 3 
Sir Nov. Enough; tell her I will certainly be there.— 
0 | Exit Porter, 


well, Old Gentleman! then you are reſolv d I ſnall be 

no Kin to you? Tour Daughter 1s diſpoſed ot: Humh! 
Sir il. You have your A wer, Sir; you ſhall be no 
ERKRin to to me. : 


Sir Nov. Farewell, Od : And d'yee hear, 1 
wou d adviſe you to ſtudy not Art of Patience: 
Lou may have an unc x ve&ed Occ. %] . Hark you! 
wou'd not it ne:.le you damnably, to ix: mr Son call 
you Grandfather? 


Sir Wil. Sir,. Notwithſtanding this Provocation, 


1 am calm; but were I like other Men, a Slave ro Paſſion, 


1 ſhou'd not forbear calling you Impertinent ! How I well 
wich rifing Vexation 
Go, Sir, go, get you out of my Houſe. { Angrily, 


Leave me, Leave me; 


Sir Nov. Oh! have a care of Paſſion, Dear Diogenes: 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! | 
Sir Wil. So! ¶ fighing] at laſt I have conquer'd it: Pray, 


Sir, oblige me with your Abſence, taking off his Hat. ] I pro- 
reſt Lam tired with you; pray leave my Houſe.[ ſubmiſſrvely. 
Sir Nov. Demn your Houſe, your Family, your An- 

eeſtors. your Generation, and your Eternal Poſterity. | Exit. 
A Fair Riddance; how 1 


Sir Wil. Ah! : 
blets my ſelf, that it was not in this Fool's Power to pro- 
vake me beyond that Serenity of Temper which a wiſe 
Man ought to be Matter of: How near are Men to Brutes, 
when their unruly Paſſions break the Bounds of Reafon ? 


And of all Paſſions, Anger is the moſt violent; which often 


puts me in mind of that admirable Saying, 
He that ſtrives not to ſtem his Anger's Tide, 
Does a Mad Horſe without a Bridle ride. 


The SCENE Changes to St. Jame's-Park. 


Eater Young Worthy and Loveleſs, as from the 
T. Wor. What a fweer Evening tis — Prithee, 


Vea, let's walk a littſe. . Look how lovingly the 


Trees 


2 2 
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Trees are join'd, fince thou wer't here, as if Nature 
had defign'd this Walk for the private Shelter ot forbid- 


| den Love. 


| [ Several croſſing the Stage. 
Look, here are ſome for making uſe of the Conveni- 


Love. | Bur, hark yee, Friend, are the Women as rams 
and civil as they were before I lett the Town? Can they en- 
dure the Smell ot Tobacco, or vouchſafe a Man a Word 


with a dirty Cravat on? 


T. Wor. Ay, that they will ; for Keeping is almoſt out 
of Faſhion : ſo that now an honeſt Fellow wicha promiſing 
Back need not fear a Night's Lodging for bare Good- fellow - 
ſhp. 
. If Whoring be fo poorly encourag'd, methinks 
the Women ſhou'd turn honeſt in their own Defence. 


T. Wor. Faith I don't find there's a Whore cke leſs for 
it; the Pleaſure of Fornication is ſtill the ſame ; all rhe 
Difference is, Lewdneſs is not fo barefac'd as hererofore. 


Virtue is as much debaſed as our Money; for 


Maidenheads are as ſcarce as our Mill'd Half-crowns; and 


Faith, Dei grat ia is as hard to be found in a Girl of Sixteen, 
a5 round the Brims of an old Shilling. | 
Love. Well, I find, in ſpire of Law and Duty, the Fleſh 
will get the better of the Spirit. But I fee no Game yer 
— Prichee Will, let's go and take t other Bumper t 
enliven Aſſurance, that we may come down right to tl 
Buſineſs. 5 
Tor. No, no; what we have in our Bellies already 
by the help of a little freſh Air, will ſoon be in our Peri- 
cranium s, and work us to a right pitch to taſte the Plea- 
lures of che Night. | 
Love. The Day, thou mean'ſt ; my Day always breaks ar 
Sun-fer. We wife Fellows, chat know the Uſe of Life, 
know too that the Moon lights Men to more Pleatures than 


the Sun; ——tlie Sun was meant for du'! Souls of Butincſs, 


and poor Rogues that have a mind to five Candies, 

T. Wor. Nay, the Night was alwavs a Friend to blea- 
ſure, and that made Diana run a Wioring by the light ot 
her own Horns. : 

C Love. 


| you 
il 
7 


vantage do you 
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Love. Right: And, prithee what made Daphne run + 
way from Apo/lo, bur that he wore fo much Day-light a- 
bout his Ears ? 

T. Wor. Ha ! Look out Ned, there's the Enemy before 

' 


Live. Why chen, as Ceſar ſaid, Come follow me. 
> [ | Exit Loveleſs. 
T. Wor. 1 hope tis his Wife, whom I defir'd ro mer; 


| me here, that ſhe might rake a View of her Soldier de- 
|| fore ſhe neu- mounted him. - [ Exit, 


[Enter Mrs. Flareit and her Maid.) 


. Ma. 1 wonder, Madam, Sir Novelty don't come yet: 
Im fo afraid he ſhou d fee Narciſſa, and find out the 


trick of your Letter. 

Fla. No! no! Narciſſa is out of the way: Iam ſure 
he won't be long; for, I heard the Hautbois, as they 
paſs'd by me, mention his Name; I ſuppoſe, to make the 


| — more Faſhionable, he intends to give me the My- 


Me. Suppoſe he take you for Nurciſſa, what Ad- 


e by it? 


Fla. I ſhall then 
him for his Perfidiouſneis, and ſo force his Pocket to 


make his Peace with me: Befide, my Jealoufie will nor 


ian 1 0 
Ma. _ ve ofcen heard you ſay, you 
loach'd him. Sy 


Fla. 'Tis my Pride, not Love, that makes me Jealous : 
For, tho I don't love him, yer I am incens d to think he 
dares love another. 


| [ They Mask. 

Enter Sir Novelty with the Muſick. ] 
Sir Nov. Here, Gentlemen, place your ſelves on this 
Spot, and pray oblige me with a Trumpet Sonata. | The 
Muſich prepare to Play.] This raking a Man at 


his firſt Word, is a very new way of preſerving W 


ve a juſt occaſion to Quarrel wich It 


| Ma. Sec! Madam, here he is, and the Muſick with | 
Fla. Put on your Mask, and leave me. 


- 
RR . AM eos... cfiMacqccnc 


now may we Enj 


wards him.] 
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flop my Vitals, . nay, and ſecure one too; tor 
and grow Weary of one another, before 
the Town can take any notice of us, | Flareic making te- 
Ha ! this muſt be ſhe. I tuppoſe, 
Madam, you are no Stranger to the Contents of this 


__ Lerter, 


Fla. Dear Sir, this Place is to publick for my Ac- 


knowledgment, if you pleaſe to withdraw to a more pri- 


vate Conveniency. i [I Exeunt. 
[The Muſick prepare to play, and all ſorts of People 

[Enter at one Door Nar. Hil. Am. El. Worthy, and 
Y. Worthy; at another Loveleſs and Snap, whe 

talk to the Masks.] 


El. Wor. What ſay you Ladies, ſhall we walk Home- 
wards? It begins to be dark. | | 1 

T. Wor. Prithee don't be ſo Impatient, it's light e- 
nough to hear the Mufick, I'll warrant yee. 

Am. Mr. Worthy, you promis'd me a Sight I long for : 


Is Mr. Loveleſs among all thoſe ? 


T. Wor. Thar's he, Madam, a ſurveying that Masked 
Lady. 

y Ha! Is't poſſible ! Methinks I read his Vices in 
his Perſon | Can he be Inſenſible, ev'n tothe ſmart of pinch- 
ing Poverty? Pray, Sir, your Hand: | I hind my 
ſelf Diſorder d. It troubles me to think I dare not ſpeak 
to him after ſo long an Abſence. | 

T. Wor. Madam, your ſtaying here may he Dangeroug, 
rherefore let me adviſe you to go home, and get all things 
in order to receive him: About an hour hence w:'l bea 
convenient time to ſet my Deſign a- going; cill then, let me 
beg you to have a little Patience : Give me leave, Madam, 
to fee you ro your Coach. 

Am, T'll not trouble you, Sir; yonder's my Coufin Wel- 
bred, I'll beg his Protection. +. | Exit 


[ The Muſick plays; after which Nar. Pe. ikg.] 


Nar. I vo it's very fine, conſidering what dull Souls 
our Nation are; I find tis an harder matter to reſorm their 
Manners, than their Government or Religion, 

| C 2 


E. E. 


| 


4 


40 Love's LAsT Shir: Or, 


El. Wor. Since the one has been fo happily accom- 
pliſh'd, 1 know no reaſon why we ſhould deſpair of the 
other; I hope in a little time to fee our Youth return 
from Travel, big with Praiſes of their own Country. But 
come, Ladies, the Muſick's done, I ſuppoſe; ſhall we 


walk? 


Nur. Time enough; why you have no Taſte. ot the 


| true Pleaſure of the Park: I'll warrant you hate as much 


to ridicule others, as to hear your ſelf prais d: For my 


| part, I think a little harmleſs Railing's half che Pleaſure 


of one's Life. 

El. Wor. I don't love to create my felf Enemies, by 
bbſerving. the Weakneſs of orher People ; I have more 
| Faults of my own than I know how to mend. 3 


Nar. Prote& me: How can you ſee fuch a Medley of 
| Human Stuffs as be here, withaut venting your Spleen ? 


Why look there now; is not it Comical, to 


fee that wretched Creature there with her Autumnal Face, 


dreſs d in all the Colours of the Spring? 

El. Wor. Pray, who is ſhe, Madam? 

Nar. A Thing that won't believe her ſelf out of date, 
tho ſhe was a Known Woman at the Reſtauration. 
T. Wor. O! I know her, tis Mrs. Ho/dout, one that is 
proud of heing an Original of Faſhionable Fornicarion, and 
values her ſelf mightily for being one of the firſt Miſtreſſes 
that ever kept her Coach publickly in England. 

_ Hil. Pray who's that impudent young Fellow there? 
Ef. Wor. Oh! that's an Eternal Fan-cearer, and a con- 


ſtant Per ſecutor of Woman-kind : He had a great Miſ- 


fortune lately. | 
Nar. Pray what was it? l 


EI. Why, impudently preſuming to ( 0 old a Dutch) 


Officer, he had his Fore-tcerh kick'd our. 
Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 
kim? | | 
T. Vor. That's Beau Noiſy; one that brags of Favours 
from my Lady, tho* refuſed by her Woman; that ſups 

with my Lord, 
that beats the Watch, and is kick d by his Companions; 
that is one Pay at Court, and the next in Jayl; chat goes 
| - to 


ar. There's another too, Mr. Werthy, Do you know | 


and borrows his Club ot his Footmen; 


2 


N 


patch it immediately, 
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oo Church without Religion, is Valiant without Courage. 
Witry without Senfe, and Drunk without Meaſure. 

El. Wor. A very Compleat Gentleman. 

Hil. Prithee, Couſin, who's that over-ſhy Lad there, 
that won't ſeem to underſtand what that br:: k Young Fel- 


low ſays to her? 


Nar. Why, that's my Lady S:y/nve: The other Cerc- 
monious Gentleman is her Lover. She is to over-mdett, 
that ſhe makes ir a ſcruple of thifring her leit betore her 
Woman, but afterwards makes none of doing it betore 
her Gallant. 

T. Wor. Hang her, ſhe's a ſeſt to the whole Torn: 
For tho ſhe has been the Mother ot two Ey-blows, en- 
deavours to appear as Ignorant in all Company, as it ſhe 
did not know the Diſtin&ion ot Scx&s. 

| Nar. Look, look! Mr. Worthy, Ivo there's the Cor n- 
teſs of Incag. out of her Dithabillee, in a Kigh Head, I 
proteſt! 


T. Wor. Tis as great a wonder to ſee her out of an 


Hackney-Coach, as out of Debt, ;yęßæy 


Nar. Or out of Countenance. 

T. Wor. That, indeed, ſhe ſeldom changes; for ſhe is 
never our of a Mask, and is ſo well known int. that when 
ſhe has a mind to be Private, ſhe goes Barefac'd. 


Nar. Bur come, Couſin, now let's fee what Monſters 


the net Walk affords. 


El. Nor. With all my Heart; tis in our way Home. 

T. Wor. Ladies, I muſt beg your Pardon for a Moment, 
yondex comes one I have a little Buſineſs with, III diſ- 
and follow you. 

Hil. No, no; we'll ſtay for vou. 

Nar. You may, if you pleaſe, Couſin , 
pole, he will hardly thank you for't. 

Hil. What, then you conclude tis a Woman's Buſineſs, 
wy his promi — in. Diſpatch! 

T. Wor. in three Minutes you ſtall know the 


Bufinefs : If it diſpicaſe you, condemn me to an 2 
Abſence. 


El. Vor. Come, Madam, let me be his Security. 
Nar. I dare take your Word, Sir. 


[ Exeunt EL Wor. Hil. and Nur. 
C; [ Enter 


bur, I ſup- 
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| 


i Enter Sly, Servant to Young Worthy. ] | 1 
T. Wor. Well! how goes Matters? Is ſhe ina Readi- 
neſs co receive him? 


Sty. To an Hair, Sir; every Servant has his Cue, and . 
all are impatient till the Comedy begins. . 
6 T. Wor. Stand aſide a little, and ler us watch our Op- 
portunity. 5 _= 
Snzp. [To a st.] Enquire about half aa Hour 
hence for Number Two, at the Gridiron. | 
Mask. To-morrow with all my Heart, but to-night 1 
am engiged to the Chaplain ot Colonel Thunder 's Regi- 
ment. 
4 Sn. p. What, will you leave me for a Mutton-chop ? 
' for that's all he'll give vou, I'm ſure, : 
nia. Youare miſtaken, faich, he keeps me. 
Snap. Nor to lumſelf, I'll engage him; Let he may 
too, if no body likes you no better than I do. Hark you, 
Child, prithee hen was yaur Smock waſh'd ? 
| Man. Why, do'tt thou pretend to freſh Linen, that 
| never wore à clean Shirt but of thy Mother's own waſh- 
| ing? [Joes from him. 
Ine. What, no Adventure, no Game, Snap 2 
| Snap. None, none, Sir; I can't prevail with any, Tom. 
the Point Head-Clorhs to the Horſe-Guard Whore. 
| Love. M har a-Pox! ſure the Whores can't ſmell an 
| Empty Pocxer. 
| Snap. No, no, that's certain, Sir, they malt He it in 
| our Faces. | | | | 3 
þ Sly, | to Loveleſs.} My dear Boy, How ist? Tgad, I 
am glad thou art come to Town: My Lady expected you 
|| abave an Hour ago, and I am overjoy'd I have found 
i . Come, come, come along, ſhe's impatient till ſhe 
[| IEES YOU» | 
., _[ Odsbud, Sir, follow him, he takes you for ano- 
cker. 
| Love. Fgad, it looks with the face of an Intrigue, -— 
Tl humour him : ——— Well, what ſhall we go now ? 
Sly. Ay, ay, now it's pure and dark, you may go uſt 
| Jiſcover'd. 
| Lewe. That's what I would do. | 


SA CC. 1 1 «* OT 


Sly. 
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Sly. Odſhe irt, ſhe longs to ſee thee ; and ſhe is a cu- 
rious fine Creature, ye Rogue! ſuch Eyes! ſuch Lips! 
and ſuch a Tongue between em! ah, the Tip of it will fer 
a Man's Soul on fire ! 

Love. [ Aſide.] The Rogues make me Impatient! 


Sh. Come, come, the Rey, the Key, the Key, you 


dear Rogue 88 
Sup. O Lord! the Key, the Key ! [Aſde. 
Love. The Key: Why (h—- (h--- ſh— ſhou'd Yo--- yo-- 


you have it? 


Sly. Av, ay! quickly, give's it! | 

Love. Why, what the Devil,. ſure 1 
han't loſt it: Oh ! no Cad, it is not there; What 
the Devil ſhall we do! oo : 

Sly. Oon's, ne'er ſtand fumbling ; if you have loſt it, we 
muſt ſnoot the Lock, I think. 

Tove. T'gad, and fo we muſt, for I han't it. 

Sly. Come, come along, follow me. 

Lewe. Snap, Stand by me, you Dog. 2 
| Fnap, Ay, ay, Sir. {Exeunt Sly, Loveleſs and Snap, 


T. Wor. Ha, ha! the Rogue managed him moſt dexre- 


rouſly : How greedily he chopr at the Bair? What the 


Event will be Heav'n knows ! but thus far tis pleaſant; 
and ſince he is ſafe, I'll venture to divert my Company 
with the Story. Poor Amanda, thou well deferveſt 2 ber- 
ter Husband: Thou wer t never wanting in thy Endeavours 


to reclaim him: And, faith, conſidering how long a De- 


fpair has worn thee, 


% 'Twere Pity naw thy Hopes ſhou'd not ſucceed ; 
This New Attempt is Love's Laſt Shift indeed. 


ACT IV. The SCENE continues. 
[Eater Tw Bullies, and Sir William Wiſewoud 
obſerving them. |] 


Iſt Bul. Amme! Jack, let's after him, and fight 


and him; tis not 28 
No! damn him! no ſaw che Affront, and 
what need we take notice of it? F 

C 4 Iſt Bil 
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1/} Bul. Why that's true! — But Damme! I have 
much ado to forbear cutting his Throat. 

Sir Wil. Pray, Gentlemen, What's the matter} Why 
are you in ſuch a Paſſion ? | 
8 t Bul. What's that to you, Sir? What wou'd you 

ve? 


il. 1 hope, Sir, a Man may ask a civil Queſtion. | 
Bul. Damme! Sir, we are Men of Honour ; we 
dare anſwer any Man. 8 


ou received any Wrong ? 4 

2d Bul. We have bern called Raſcals, Sir, have had 
the Lye given us, and had like to have been kickt! 
Sir Wil. Bur, I hope, you were not kickt, Gentlemen. 
2d Bul. How, Sir! we kickt! 

Sir Wil. Nor do I preſume that you are Raſcals. 


1/t Bu/. Blood and Thunder! Sir, let any Man ſay it 


that wears an Head! we Raicals ! 


Sir Wil. very good: Since then you are not Raſcals, - 
he rather was one who maliciouſly called you ſo. 


Pray take my Advice, Gentlemen, Never diſturb your 
ſelves for any Ill your Enemy ſays of you; for from an 
| y the Wor'd will not believe ir. Now you muft 
know, Gentlemen, that a Flea-bire is to me more offen- 


five than the ſevereſt Affront any Man can offer me. 


1ſt Bul. What, and fo you wou'd have us put it up! 
Damme! Sir, don't preach Cowardice to us, we are Men 
of Valour: You won't find us Cowards, Sir. | 

2d Bul. No, Sir, we are no Cowards, tho you are. 

1ſt Bul. Hang him, let him alone, I fee a Coward in 
his Face. 


Sir Wil. If my Face make any Reflexion, Sir, tis 1 


againſt my Will. | | 
2d Bul. Prichee, Tom, let's affront him, and raife his 


| Spleen a little. 


cou'd ever boaſt of. 
Iſt Bul. You bye. 


Sir Wil. Raiſe my Spleen! that's more than any Man 


Sir Wil. I am not angry yet, therefore I do not lye, 


Sir: Now ane of us muſt Iye; I do nat lye, Exo. 


1ſt Zul. 


Sir Wil. But why are you angry, Gentlemen? Have 


ve 
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1ſt Bul. Damme! Sir, have a care, don't give me the 


Lye ; I ſnan't take it, Sir. 


Sir Wi!. I need not, Sir, you give it your ſelf. . 

iſt Bu. Well, Sir, what then? If 1 make bold with 
my felf, every old Puppy ſhall not pretend to do it. 

Sr WH. Wo! Tat! he! he! bg? =. 
1ſt Bul. Damme, Sir, what do you laugh at: 

Sir Wil. To let you fee that I am no Puppy, Sir, for 
Puppies are Brutes; now Brutes have not Riſibility: But 


I laugh, therefore I am no Puppy, ha! ha! 


1/t Bul. Blood and Thunder! Sir, dare you fight? 

Sir Wil. Not in cool Blood, Sir; and I confets tis im- 
polſible ro make me angry: 

2d Bul. I'll ery that! Hark ye, don't you oon you 
ae a ſniveling old Cacko'd > . 

Sir Wil, No really, Sir. 

24 Bul. Why then 1 know you to be one. 
| Sir Wil. Look you, Sir, my Reaſon weighs this In- 
zury, which is fo light, it will nor raiſe my Anger in the 
other Scale. | | | | 
1ſt Baul. Oons! what a tame old Prig's this? Ill 
give you better weight then. 1 know who got all your 
Children. 

Sir Wil. Not ſo well as mv Wife, | prefume ;m=— 


No ſherells me, 'twas my felt; and | believe her too. 


Iſt Bal. She tells vou fo, becauſe the poor Rogue that 
got em is not able to kecp em. 

Sir Wil, Then my keeping them is Charity. 5 

1ſt Bul. Blood and Thunder! Sir, this is an Affront to 
us, not to be Angry atrer all theſe Provocations.( q ß— 
Damme! Fact, let s toule him in the Canal. 1 

| { As they lay hol. on hin, 
Enter Elder Worthy, Young Worthy, Narciila, 4% 
| Hillaria, | 

T. Mr. S$'Dearh, what's here! Sir William in the 
Rogues Hands that aftronted the Ladics : Oh, 


torbear, forb ear. [ Strikes them. 
El. Wir. So, Gentlemen, I thought vou bad fur 
Warning beiorc, now you ihall pay fort. | Enter three 
or four Ceutizels.) Hark you, honeſt Soldiers, pray do 
| C5 Me 
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me the Favour to waſh theſe Raſcals in the Canal, and 
there's a Guinea for your Trouble. 
Bullies. Damme, Sir, we ſhall expect Satisfaction. 
[ Exeunt, dragging the Bullies. 
Sir Wi. Oh dear, Gentlemen, I am obliged to you; 


fac 1 was — an if you had not 


dome as you d 5 

ZI. Mar. Pray, Sir, What had you done to 'em? 
Sr Wil. Why, hearing the Muſick from my Parlour 
Window, and being invited by the Sweerneſs of the Eve- 
ning, I cen rook a Walk to fee if I could meet with you, 


when the firſt Objects that preſented themſelves were 


theſe Bullies, threatning ro cur ſome bodies Throat: 


Niem, I endeavouring to allay their Fury, occaſioned their 


giving me ſcurri'ous Language; and finding they cou d 
not make me as angry as themſelves, they off red to fling 
me into the Water | 

El. Wor. I am glad we ſtept to your Deliverance. 
Sir Wil. Oh, I thank you, Gentlemen! —— I'll e' en 


go Home, and recover my Fright! Good Night, good 


ight to you all. [ Exit. 
El. Wor. Harry, ſee Sir William ſafe to his Lodging. 


[ To his Servant. 


Welt; Ladies, I believe it's time for us to be walking too. 
Hil. No, pray ler me engage you to ſtay a little longer: 
Yonder comes Sir Novelty and his Miſtreſs, in purſuance 


gal tte Deſign 1 told you of; pray kave a little Patience, 


and you will ſee the E:i-&s ont. 
El. hr. With all my Heart, Madam. | They ſt and aſide. 

[Enter Sir Novelty embracing Flareit, Mask'd.] 

Sir Nov. Generovs Creature! this is an unexampled 
condeſcenſion, to meer” my Paſſion with ſuch early Rind- 
neſs : Thus let me pay my tofc Acknowledgments, 

5 { Kiſſes her Hand. 


Hit. You muſt know, he has miſtaken her for another. 


Fl.. For Heav'n's ſake let me go; it Hillaria ſhou'd be 
* Home before me, I am ruin d tor ever. 
Nar. Hillaria ! what does ſhe mean? 


Six Nav. Narc iſſa s Reputation ſhall be ever ſafe, while 
Nur. 


my Life and Fortune can protect it. 
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Nar. O Gad, let me go: Does the impudent Creature 


take my Name upon her? -— III pull off her Head- 


cloths. 

Hil. Oh! fye! Couſin, what an ungenteel Revenge 
wou d that be! Have a little Patience. 

Kar. Oh! l am ina Flame. | Throwing back her Hoods. - 

Fla. Bur will you never tee that Common Creature Fla- 
reit more? 

Sir Nov. Never! never feed on ſuch homely Fare, 
after ſo rich a Banquet! | 

Flu. Nay, but you muſt hate her too. 

Sir Nov. Thar I did long ago, for her ſtinking Breath! 
'Tis true, I have been led away; bur I dereſt a Strumpet: 
Lam informed ſhe keeps a Fellow under my Noſe, and for- 
that reaton I wou'd not make the Settlement I lately gave 
her ſome Hopes of: But e en let her pleaſe her ſelf, tor 


now | am wholly your's. 


Fla. Oh, now you charm me! But will you love me ever? 
Sir Nov. Will you be ever kind? | 
Fla. Be ſure you never fee Flareit more. 

Sir Nov. When I do, may this lot © Hand cerenge my. 
Perjury. 

Ha. So it ſhall, Villain! 

[Strikes him à Box an the Ear, and un. t=. 
omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sr Nov. Flareit, the Devil! 

Fla. What, will nothing but a Maidenhead go down wich 
you! thou mitcrable I Wretch. -— Foh! my 
Breath itinks, does it! I'm a homely Puts ! a Strumpet, 
not worth your Notice! Devil, I'll be reveng d. 

Sir Nov. Damn your Acvenge, m ſure 1 feel it. 

Halding his Cheez. 

Nur. Kcally, Sir Novelty, Lam oblig'd to you, tor your 
kind Thoughrs or me, and your exrraordinary Care ot my 
Reputation. 

Sir Nov. S' Death, ſhe here! expos d to half the Ton 
— Well, I mutt braſen it out however ! | Walks unco:81n'd- 

Fla. What! no Precence ! no Evaſion now! 

Sir No. There's no Occation tor anv, Madam. . 

F.4. Come, come, {Weir you knew gc all chis Whites 


Ss New ; 


— . — — 
— 


4 


 Fondrhee. 


48 Love's LasT Smrr: Of, 


Sir Nov. No, faith, Madam, I did not know you: For 
iF I had, you wou'd not have found me ſo furious a 


Lover. 


Fla. Furies and Hell! Dares the Monſter own his Guilt ! 


This is beyond all Sufferance! Thou Wrerch, thou Thing, 


thou Animal, that I (to the everlaſting forfeirure of my 


Senſe and Underſtanding) have made a Man. For till thou 
kneweſt me, twas doubred if thou wert of Human 
Rind. And do'ſt thou think 1 ſuffer ſuch a Worm as 


Thee to turn againſt me! No! when I do, may I be curs d 


ro thy Embraces all my Life, and never know a Joy be- 

Sir Nov. Why— wh— wh— what will your Ladyſhip's 
"_ 8 hats [ Smiling. 

Fla. Only e my ing, Sir. 

Sir Nov. I ſhall keep mine, Madam, that you may 
know where to find me when your Fury is over. — You 
ſee 1 am Good-narur'd, [ Walks by her, 

Fla. This Bravery's affected: 1 know he loves me; 


and Fl! pierce him to the Quick: I have yer a ſurer way 
ts fool him. | | 


Hl. Methinks the Knight bears it bravely. 
Nur. I proteſt the Lady weeps. 


T. Wor. She knows what ſhe does, I'll warrant you. 


E. Wor. Ay, Ay, the Fox is a better Policician.chan the 


Lion. 

Fla. [with Tears in her Eyes.] Now, Woman. | Aſide. 
Sir Novelty, pray, Sir, ler me ſpeak with you. 

Sir Nov. Ay, Madam. | 

Ha. Before we parc, (ſor I find 1 have irrecoverably 


lott your Love) let me beg of you, that from this Hour, 


vou ne er will fee me more, or make any new Attempts to 


deceive my eaſy Temper: For I find my Nature's ſuch, A 


ſhall believe you, though to my utter Ruin. 1 
Sir Nov. Pray Heav'n ſhe he in earneſt. | Aſide, 
Fla. One thing more, Sir: Since our firſt Acquain- 
tince, You have received ſeveral Letters from me; I hope 
you will be ſo much a Gentleman as to ler me have 'em 
again: Thoſe 1 have of your's ſhall be return d to Morrow 


Morning. And now, Sir, withing you as much Happineſs 


© — — - 


in her you love, as you once pretended I cou d give you,— 


[ Aſide. 


1 take 
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I take of you my everlaſting Leave. -— Farewel, and may 
your nexe Miſtreſs love you till I hate you. [--- is going. 


Sir Nov. So! now muſt 1 ſeem to perſwade her. Nay, 


prithee, my Dear: why do you ſtruggle ſo? Wherher wou'd 


ou go? R 
Fla. Pray, Sir, give me Leave to paſs, I can't bear to 

J. 3 [ Crying. 

Sir Nov. What is't that frightens you? ; 

Fla. Your barbarous Uſage : Pray let me go. 

Sir Nov. Nay, if you are refolved, Madam, I won't 


preſs you againſt your Will. Your humble Servant; 
| Leaves her.] and a happy Riddance, ſtop my Vitals! 


| Flareit /ooks back. 
Fla. Ha! not move to call me back! So unconcerned! 
Oh! I cou d tear my Fleſh, ſtab every Feature in this dull, 


decaying Fare, that wants a Charm to hold him! Damn 


him! I loath him roo! Bur fhall my Pride now fall from 
ſuch an Height, and bear the Torture unreveng'd ? No, my 
very Soul's on Fire; and nothing bur the Villain's Blood 
ſkull quench it. Devil, have at thee. 
[ Snatches Toung Worthy's Sword, and runs at him. 
T. Wor. Have a Care, Sir. | | 
Sir Nov. Let her alone, Gentlemen, I'll warrant you. 
{ Draws, and ſtands upon his Guard. 
[ Young Worthy takes the Sword from her, and © 
__._ 3 
Fla. Prevented. Oh! I ſhall choak with boiling Gall. 


ch! oh! uumh! Let me go; I'll have his Blood, his. 


Blood, his Blood ! 
Sir Nov. Let her come, let her come, Gentlemen. | 
Fla. Death and Vengeance, am I become his Sport! 
He's pleafed, and ſmiles ro ſce me Rage the more! But he 


| ſhall ind no Fiend iu Hell can match the Fury of a Diſap- 


pointed Woman ! --- Scorned ! ſlighted! diſmiſſed wich- 
qut a parting Fang! O torturing Thought! zMay all the 


| Racks Mankind eer gave our eaſy Sex, neglected Love, 


decaying Beauty, and hot-raging Luft, light oa me, if cer 
+ ceite ro be the Eternal Plague of his remaining Lite, 
nay, after Death; er | 


— =o 
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— When his, his black Soul lies howling in Deſpair, 
Ta plunge to Hell, and be his Torment there. 
Exit in a Pu. 


El. Wor. Sure, Sir Novelty, you never loved this Lady, 
if you are ſo indifferent ar parting. 


Sir Nov. Why, Faith, Tom, to tell you the Truth. her 


| Jealouſy has been ſo troubleſome and fo experſive to me 
of late, * I have theſe three Months ſought an C ortu- 
nity to leave her: But Faith I had always more ict to 
my Life, than to let her know it before. 

Hil. "Merhinks, Sir Novelty, you had very little reſpett 
ro her Life, when you drew upon her. 

Sir Nov. Why, what wou'd you have had me done, 
Madam? Complemented ker with my naked Bottom! No! 
no! Look ye, Madam, if ſhe had made any Advances, 
I cou'd have difarm'd her in Sccord at the very firſt 
Paſs.-— But come, Ladies, as we walk, III beg your 
Judgments in a particular nice Fancy, that I intend to ap- 


3 Ng. 

Ei. Hor. With all my Hearr, Sir Novelty.-—- Come 

| Ladies, conſidering how little Reſt you'll have to Morrow 
> Night, I think twere Chariry not ro keep you up any 


T. Wor. Nay, as for thar Matter, the Night before a 
Wedding is as untit to fleep in, as the Night following : 
cog phy very troubleſome Bedtcliow. --—> Your 
Pardon, Ladies, I only ſpeair for my ſelf. 
El. *. See the Coaches ready at St. James 's-Gate. 
| To his Servants. 
Exeunt. 


Enter two Servant. The SCENE Ane Houſe.] 


iſt Serv. Come, come, make baſte: Is the-Supper and 
tte Mufick ready : ? ; 
2d Serv. It is, tis. Well! is he come ? 


1ft Serv. Ay, Ay, I came before to re] my ſady the 


News. That Rogue Sly manag'd him rarely: he i. been 
this half Hour pretending to pick the Loci. of clo gur en- 


"Dan 


pear in, the very firſt Week the Court is une ut of 
Mourn! | 


0 
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. Well Lady! I wiſh her good Luck with him, for. 

— wr Miſtreſs living. Hark ye, is the Wine 

ſtrong, as ſhe order d? Be ſure you ply him home; for he 
muſt have two or three Bumpers to qualify him for her 

Deſign. See here he comes: Away to your Poſt. [ Exeunt. 


| [Enter Loveleſs, conducted by Sly, Snap ſtealing after them. 


Leu. Where the Devil will this Fellow lead me? 
Nothing but Silence, and Darknefs ! ---- Sure the Houſe 
is haunted, and he has brought me to face the Spirit at his 
wonted Hour! 

Sly. There, there; in, in. — Slip on your Night- 
Gown, and refreſh your ſelf: In the mean time I'll ac- 


quaint my Lady that you are here. [ Exit. 
Love Snap, Be 
Snap. Ay, Ay, Sir, I'll warrant you. [ Exeunt. 


[The Scene changes to an Anti-Chamber, a Table, Light, a 
Night-Gown, and a Ferriwig lying by. They re- enter. 


So. what ſweet Lodgings are here? Where can 
is end? 

Snap. l'gad, Sir, I long to know. -- Pray Heav'n we 
are not deluded hicher to be ſtarv'd. -- Merhinks I 
wiſh I had brought the Remnants of my Dinner wich me. 

Lov. Hark! I hear ſomebody coming: Hide your 
ſelf, Raſcal; I wou'd noc have you ſeen. 

Snap. Well, Sir, I'll line this Trench, in caſe of your 
being in Danger. (Gets under the Table. 

Lw. Ha! This Night-Gown and Peruke don't lie here 
for nothing. I'll make my ſelf agreeable.— I have 
baulk'd many a Woman in my Time for want of a clean 
Shirt. Puts em on. 


| ( Enter Servants with a Supper; after them, a Man, Woman.] 


Lov. Ha! a Supper! Heaven fend it be no Viſion ! It 


the Meat be real, I thall be believe the Lady miy prove 


Fleſh and Blood. ---- Now am I damnably puzzled to 
ta know whether this be ſhe, or not. Madam, ——. 
1 1585 [Bows 
SR 
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am. Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon for a Moment. 
om, She's unfortunarely derained by ſome Female vi- 
fitors,. which ſhe will diſpatch wich all the haſte imagi- 
nable: In the mean time, be pleaſed ro refreſh your elf 
with what the Houſe affords. -—- Pray, Sir, fit down. 
Lov. Nor alone; Madam, you muſt bear me Com- 


pany. | Fo | 
Wom. To oblige you, Sir, I'il exceed my Com- 


miſſion. 8 

Snap. under the Table.) Was there ever ſo unfortu- 
nate a Dog! What the. Devil put it in my · Head to hide my 
ſelf before Supper: Why this is worſe than being lock d 
into a Cloſer, while another Man's a Bed wich my Wite! 
I ſuppoſe my Maſter will rake as much Care of me too, as 
I ſhouldof him, if I were in his Place, 


em. Sis, my humble Service to you. [ Drinks. 


Lov. Madam, your humble Servant: I'll pledge you. 
Snap, when there's any Danger, Fll call you: In che mean 
time he ſtill, d'yee hear. (Aude to Snap. 
Snap. Vgad I'll ſhifr for my ſelf then: ¶Snatches 2 
Hast unſeen. | So, now I am arm'd, Defiance to all Dan- 


I. : 
Lov. Madam, your Lady's Health. TY 
Snap. Ay, Ay, let it go round, I ſay. [ Drinks; 


om. Well really, Sir, my Lady's very happy, that 
ſhe has got looſe from her Rela ions: For they were al- 


ways teizing her about you : But ſhe defies em all now. --- 
Come, Sir, Succeſs to boch your Wiſhe:. { Drinks. 
Lov. Give me 2 Glaſs: Merk'iks this Health 1ntpires 
me. My Heart grows lignter icr the Weight of Wine. 
Here, Madam, — Proſperity to the Man that venture 
moſt to pleaſe her. 1 
om. What think vou of a Song, to ſupport this 
Gaity? Dn 285 
Low. With all my Heart. 


[A Song here.] 


Lov. You have obi: d me, Mod: l ſike this 
Girl! She rakes off nei Jlaſs fr - f per- 
ſwaded ihe's of a hir. LO N La oc lll 
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little haſte, 1 find I ſhall preſent my humble Service 
to her. | | 
Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Amanda's Woman.) 


Worm. Sir, Lask your Pardon: My Lady has ſome Com- 
mands for me; I will return immediately. | 
Lov. Your Servanc.---- Methinks this is a very new 


Snap. Pray Heaven it be new! for the old Way com- 
monly ended in a good Bearing: Bur a Pox of Danger, I 
ſay ; and fo here's good Luck to you, Sir. | 

Lov.. Take heed, Rogue, you don't get drunk, and diſ- 
cover your ſelf. 3 

| Snap. It muſt be with a freſh Flask then; for this is 


expired Supernaculum. 


Lov. Lie cloſe, you Dog; I hear ſomebody coming: 
] am impatient till I ſee this Creature. This Wine has 
armed me againſt all Thoughrs of Danger! Pray Heaven 
ſhe be young, for then ſhe cant want Beauty. Ha! here 
ſhe comes! Now! never-failing Impudence aſſiſt me. 


Enter Amanda looſely dreſs d.] 


Am. Where's my Love? O, let me fly into his Arms, 
and live for ever there. „ 
Lov. My Life, my Soul! ¶ Runs, and embraces her.] By 
Heav'n, a tempting Creature! Melting, ſoft, and warm, -— 
as my Defire.--- Oh, that I cou d hide my Face tor ever 
thus, chat undiſaover' d I might reap che Harveſt of a ripe 
Deſire, without the lingring Pains of growing Love. 
[Kiſſes ber Hand. 
Am. Look up, my Lord, and bleſs me with a render 
Look; and let my talking Eyes inform thee now I have 
lauguiſh'd for chy Abſence. 
Lou. Let's retire, and chaſe away our fleeting Cares 
wich che Raptures of untir d Love. | 8 


An. Bleſs me! your Voice is ſtrangely alter d! Ha! 


defend me! Who's this? Help! Help! Within there? 


Lou. So! I am diſcover d! A Pox on my Tarling ! 
that I cou d not hold my Tongue till I got to her Bed: 


Enter 
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Enter Sly, and other Servants. 


he,, Did your Ladiſhip call Help, Madam ? What's the 
Matter? 

Am. Villain! Slave! who's this? what Ruffian have you 
brought here. Dog, III have you murder d. 


{ Sly looks in his Face, 1 


Sly.. Bleſs me! OLord! Dear Madam, beg your Par. 
don: As I hope to ſaved, Madam, tis a Miſtake : I took 
him for Mr. 

Am. Be dumb: Erernal Rlockhead.- — Here! rake' 


Is | 


this Fellow, toſs him in a Blanket, and let him be turn'd is! 


out of my Doors immediately. 

Sly. G pray! Dear Madam; for Heaven's ſake; Tam 
a ruin'd Man, ---- 

Snap. Ah! Snap; what will became of thee? Thou art 
fall'n into the Hand of a Tygreſs that has loſt her W help: 


ſtrengthen it 
Am. TI hear no more! Away with him! 
Exeuns the Servants with Sly. 
Now, Sir, for you: © a= 
Lov. A Man, Madam, did you nor? 
Am. Not a Stanger, Sir: But one that has a Right and 
Title to that Welcome, which by Miſtake has been given 
to you. 
Lov, Not an Husband, I prefume! He wou'd not have 
wp privately condudted ro your Chamber, and in rhe 


Am. Whoever it was, Sir, is not your Buſineſs to ex · 
amine: But, if you wou'd have Civil Uſage, pray be 


Sone. 
Lov. To be uſed Civilly, I muſt ſtay, Madam: There 


2 cant be no Danger in ſo fair a Creature 

Am, I doubt you are mad, Sir. 

Lov. While = Senſes have ſuch Luſcious Food ** 

em, no wonder if they are in ſome Confuſion, each ſtri- 

| Ving to be foremoſt at the Banquet; and ſure my greedy 

8 ſtarve the reſt. ——— ber. 
Pray, Sir, Diſtance, left your Feeling 

£00 be grarified.. — 


I have no Hopes, bur in my Maſter's Impudence! Heaven | 


ang. o 


le 
a 
P 
I 
r 
| 


th 


you 


a Moment, and in his room receive a warmer Heart; a 
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O Lord! wou'd I were 100 Leagues off at Sea! 

— Then briefly thus, Madam; Know I like and love 

ou: Now if you have ſo much Generofity as to let me 
— what Title my pretended Rival has to your Perſon, 
or your Inclinations; perhaps the little Hopes I then may 
have of ſupplanting him, may make me leave your Houſe. 
If not, my Love ſhall ſtill purſue you, though to the Hu- 
zard of my Life; which 1 ſhall not eaſily refign, while this 


Sword can guard it, Madam. 


Am. Oh, were his Courage ſhewn bur in a better Cauſe, 
how worthy were che Man that own'd it! | Aſide. ] What 
is ir, Sir, that you purpoſe, by this unnecefiary Trifling ? 
Know then, that I did expett a Lover; a Man, perhaps, 


more brave than you: One, that if preſent, wou d have. 


given you a ſhorter Anſwer to your Queſtion. 

Lw. I am glad to hear he's Brave, however: It betrays 
no Weaknefs in your Choice. But if wy ſtill preſerve 
or raiſe the Joys of Love, remove him your Thoughts 


Heart char muſt admire you more than he, becaufe my 
Paſſion's of a treſher Date. | 

Am. What d'yee take me for? ; 

Lov. A Woman, and the moſt Charming of your Sex : 
One, whoſe pointed Eyes declare you form'd for Love. 
And though your Words are flinev, your every Look and 
Motion all confeſs there's a ſccret Fire within you, which 
muit ſparkle, when the Steel of Love provokes it. Come, 


now pull away your Hand, and make me hold it faſter. 


Am. Nay, now you are Rude, Sir. 
Lov. If Love be Rudeneſs, let me be Impudene: When 
we are familiar, Rudeneſs will be Love. No Woman ever 


thought a Lover rude after ſhe had once granted him che 


Favour. : 

Am. Pray, Sir, forbear. | | 

Lov. How can I, when my Defire's ſo violent: Oh, 
let me ſnatch the Roſy Dew from thoſe diſtilling Lips; and 
a you fee your Power to charm, ſo chide me with your 
Pity. Why do you thus cruelly turn away your Face? 
I own the Bleſfing's worth an Age's Expectation; bur if 
refuſed till mericed, tis eſteemed a Debt. Wou'd you ob- 
lige your Lover, let looſe your early Kindueſs. | 

Am. 


l 
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Am. 1 ſhall not rake your Counſel , Sir, while I knon 5 cr fh 
a Woman's early Kindneſs is as little ſign of her Generofity, 1 
as her Generoſity is 2 ſign of her Diſcretion: Nor wou'd | 9 
haye you believe I am ſo ill provided for, that I need let's 8 
liſten to any Man's firſt Addrefles. 5 

Lov. Why, Madam, wou d not you drin' the firſt time) = 
| Am. Les; hut not before I had. . 

Lov. If you can't drink, yet you may kiſs the Cup, _ 
and that may give you Inclination. 3 
Am. Tour Pardon, Sir; 1 drink out of no Body 
Glaſs but my own: As the Man I love confines himſeif W An 
me, ſo my Inclination keeps me true to him. = _ 
Lov. Thar's a Chear impoſed upon you, by your own — 
Vanity: For when your Back's turn d, your very Chamber. ©. 
Maid ſips of your Leavings, and becomes your Rival. Con- 1 
ſtancy in Love is all a Cheat; Women of your Underſtand- So 
ing know ir. The Joys of Love are only great when cf 
they are new; and ro make 'em- laſting, we muſt often ＋ 

* 1 1 | 

Am. Suppoſe twere a freſh Lover I now expected. 15 
Lov. Why then, Madam, your ExpeRarion's anſwer d: . 
For I muſt confeſs I don": 5 ou for an o:d Acquain- 
rance, though ſomewhere I have teen a Face not much un- 
like you. Come, your Arguments are vain; for they are hy 
| fo charming!y delivered, they bur inſpire me the more, 23 th; 
Blows in Battle raiſe the* brave Man's Courage. Come, be 
every Thing pleads for me; your Beauty, Wit, Time, ( 
— Opportunity, and my own Exceſs of Raging ba- 


Am. Stand off, diſtant as the Globes of Heaven and P 
Earth, that like à falling Sear 1 may ſhoot with greater) 
Force into your Arms, and think it Heaven to lie expiring © 
there. Runs into his Arms, * 
Snap. Ah! ah! ah! Rogue, the Day's our own. y 
Lov. Thou ſweeteſt, ſoſteſt Creature Heavn eer 


form d: Thus let me twine my ſelf about thy beauteous 
Limbs, till ſtruggling with the Pangs of painful Bliſs, mo- 
tionleſs and mute we yield to Conquering Love; both van- | 
quiſh d, and boch Victors. 
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Am, Can all this Heat be real? Oh, why has hateful 
Vice ſuch Power to charm, while poor abandon'd Vertue 
lies negletted ? [ Aſide. 

Lov. Come, let us ſurfeit on our new-born Raptures ; 
let's waken ſlee ping Nature with Delight, till we may juſt- 
ly ſay, Now * now! we live! 

Am. Come on; let's indulge rhe Trani ports of our 
preſent Bliſs, and bid Defiance to our future Change of 
Fate. Who waits there? 


Enter Amanda's Voman. 


Am. Bring me Word immediately if my Apartment's 


ready, as I order'd it. O, 1 am charm'd, I have found 


the Man to pleaſe me now: One that can, and dares main- 
rain the Noble Rapture of a lawleſs Love: I own my (elf 
a Libertine, a mortal Foe to that dull Thing call d Virtue, 
that meer Diſeaſe of ficklv Nature. Pleature's the End 
of Life; and while I'm Miſtreis of my felt, and Fortune, 
I will enjoy it to the Height. Speak freely then, (not that 
I love, like ocher Women, the naulcous Pleaſure of a lit- 
cle Flattery,) but anſwer me. like a Man that fcorns a Lye: 
Does my Face invite yeu, Sir? May I, from what you 
ſee of me, propoſe a Pleaſure ro my ſelf in pleaſing 


Lov. By Heaven you may: I have ſeen all the Beauties 


that the Sun ſhines on, but never ſaw the Sun out · ſnin d 
before: I have meaſur d half the World in ſearch of Plea- 


ſure; but not returning Home, had ne er been happy. | 
Am, Spoken like the Man I wiſh might love me. 
Pray Heaven his Words prove true. | Afide.) Be ſure 
you never flatter me; and when my Perſcn tires you, 
confeſs it freely: For change whene'er you will, I'll change 
as ſoon : But while we chanc< te meet, ſtill ler it be with 

' raging Fire: No matter how ſoon it dies, provided, the 


{mall Time it laſts, it burns the fiercer. 


Lov. O! wou'd the blinded World, like us, agree to 
change, how laiting might the Joys of Love be? For thus 
Beauty, though ſtale ro one, might tomewhere elſe be new; 
and while thus Man were bleſt in leaving what he loath'd, 

| | another 
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another were new raviſh'd in receiving what he nee Sna 
enjoy d. g. 
0˙¹ 

{ Re-enter Amanda's Woman. ] you, t 

| Sn 


= | — | n.- 
om. Madam, every Tuing is according ro your Or. | = 
Lov. Oh! lead me to the Scene of unſupportable De I is 
light; Rack me with Pleaſures never known before, till! © ro N. 
lie eaſping wich Convulſive Paſſion: This Night let us be — 
laviſh to our unbounded Wiſhes. 


7 

Give all our Stock at once to raiſe the Fire, * 
And Revel to the Height of looſe Deſire. bite 
[ Exent, him. 

O!1 


Am. Mam. Ah! what an happy Creature's my Lady So h 
now? There's many an unfarisfied Wife about Tom lie te 
wou'd be glad to have her Husband as wicked as my & 
Maſter, upon the ſame Terms my Lady has him. Fey * 
Women, I'm afraid, wou d grudge an Husband the laying 
out his Stock of Love, * cou'd receive ſuch confide- Koi 
rable Intereſt for it! Well !---- Now ſhan't 1 take one fear 

Wink of Sleep, for thinking how th employ their 
. 1 4 — Fath, I mute, if 1 won 's', 
: d for't. Liſtens at the Dyer, 

Snap. So! my Maſter's provided for, therefore it; Th 
time for me to take care of my ſelf: 1 have no mind to 
be lock d out of my Lodging; I fancy there's room 
for two in the Maid”; Bed, as well as my Lady's. 
This ſame Flask was plaguy y ſtrong Wine: — I find ! 
ſhall ſtorm, if ſhe don't ſurrender fairly. By your leave, 
———_ 

Wor. Bleſs me! who's this? O Lord! what wou'd 
you have ? Who are you? 

Snap. One that has a Right and Title to your Body; 
my Maſter having already taken Poſſeſſion of your Lady's. 

Wom. Let me go, * 


a. 


Snap. Ye 
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te Snap, Ye lye, ye dare not diſturb your Lady : But the 
:herter to ſecure you, thus 1 ſtop your Mouth. ¶ Kiſſes her. 
Jon. Humh' —— Lord bleſs me! is the Devil in 
rearing one's Things! 
4. Then ſnew me your Bed-Chamber. 
Or. Wome The Devil ſhall have you firſt, 
Swap. A' ſhall have us both together then: Here will 
De 1 fix, | Takes her about the Nc. | juſt in this Poſture till 
in! to Morrow Moraing. In the mean time, when you find 
de your Inclination ſtirring, prichee give me a Call, for at 
preſent 1 am verp ſleepy. : [ Seems to ſleep. 
om. Foh ! how he ſtinks. | He belches.] Ah! what 
2 Whiff was there —— The Rogue's as drunk as a Sailor 
with a Twelve Months Arrears in his Pocket, or a Jaco- 
bite upon a Day of ill News. PT! ha' noching to ſay to 
int. him. — Cet me ſee, how ſhall I ger rid of him 
O! I have it! L' toon make him ſober I'll warrant him: 
y So ho! Mr. What d'yee call um, Where do you intend to 
»m. lie to Night? 
my Snap, Humh! why where you kay laſt Night, unleſs 
den You change your Lodging. 1 
ing Worm. Well, for once I'll take Piry of you; make no 
ide. Noiſe, but put out the Candles, and follow me ſoftly, for 
one fear of diſturbing my Lady. 
dein Snap. I'll warrant yee, there's no fear of ſpoiling her 
» to Muficx, while we are playing the fame Tune. . 


or, | 
its The SCENE changes to a dark Entry, and 
- they Re-enter. 


OM. 


11 Won. Where are you? Lend me your Hand, 
ve, 4 Here! Here: Make haſte, my dear Concupi- 
xd Worm. Hold! ſtand there a little, while I open the 

Door gently, without waking the Foormen. 
y; { She feels about, and opens a Trap - door. 
s. Mom. Come along ſoftly this way! 

Snap. Whereabouts are you? 

Wim. Here, here, come ſtrait forward. 

Ye { He goes forward, and falls into the Cellar. 


Snap- 
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Snap. O Lord! O Lord ! I have broke my Neck. | 
Wom. Tam glad to hear him fay fo, however ; I ſhou? 
ns <p hang'd for him. How d'yee Sir? 

Snap. ee, Sir ! I am a League under Ground. 

Wom. 1 reabouts are you? 

Snap. In Hell, I think. 

em. No! No! you are but in the Road to it, 1 dare 
ſay. Ah dear! why will yeu follow Lewd Women at thi 
Rare, when they lead you to the very Gulph of 
&ion ? I knew you wou'd be ſwallow d up at laſt. Ha 
hat 4 hat 
Snap. Ah, ye ſneering Whore! 


you againſt the Temprarions of the Flcth ! 


Snap. No! you need but ſhew your own damn'd ugly 


Face, to do that. Hark yee, either help me out, ot 
Tl hang my ſelf, and ſwear you murder'd me. 


em. Nay, if you are fo bloody-mindeed, good Night 


to Yee, Sir. 
{ She offers to (but the Door over him, ant 
he catches hold on her. 
Snap. Ah! ah! ah! have 1 caught you! Vgad well 
pig together now. 


Vom. O Lord! pray let me go, and I'll do any thing 


Snap. And ſo you ſhall, before I part with you. 
[ Pulls her in to him, 
And now, Maſter, my humble Service to you. 
[ He pulls the Door over them, 


ACT 


Wire Shall 1 fetch you a Prayer-Book, Sir, to am 


el 


on his Five rhoutand Pound: For, in ſhort, cis no |} 
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rere 
ACT V. The ScENE Sir Wil- 


liam Wilewoud's Houſe. 


Enter Elder Worthy, Young Worthy, ard 4 Limyer with 
5 „ a Writing, | 


EI. Wor. RE the Ladics ready ? 
A T. Wir. Hillaria is uſt gone up to hen 
her Couſin, and Sir Min will be hure 
immediatelv. 

El. Wor. But hark vou, Brother! I have corſidzr'd of 
it, and pray let me obige you not to purſe vour D #51 

et- 
ter than a Cheat, and what a Gentlem in ſhou d corn 5: 
be guilty of. Is it not ſufficient that I conſent to your 
wronging lim ot his Daughter? 

T. Wor. Your Pardon, Brother, I can't allow chit a 
Wrong: For his Daughter loves me: Her Fortune, you 
know, he has noching to do with; and it's a hard cal 4 
Young Woman ſhalt not have the Diſpotal of her Hi . 
Love's a Fever of the Mind, witch nothing Hut our on 
Wiſhes can äſiwage; and } Con'r queſtion but we ſha.! 
find Marriage 4 very cohling Cordial. — And as 
to the ric thoufand Pound, s ho more than what he 


has endeavour d to cheat his Niece ot. 


Man! | 
T. Wer. Oh! very honeſt! As honeſt as an VA Avent 


: 2 — 8 0 . we e g 

to a New-Fa!. © Regiment. — No, ta'th, 1! 
for him, he will not do an i tl inn „ 
Ih a word, this Io very honeſt Str / TA » 

tim c be, his offerd me mo R ! 


El. Hor. Whar d'ye2 mean? I take him for an hor 


| | . 7 
aud up Condit: In I Wi Heure mei t, Hend 
upon en Dey or rage Lich hei ne wal ten we 
ler Pert n, and en hon nt foi Fe 12714 T 
her r une! Tore 2: Gy idly t toe! br 


Yee now, dr? ; 


IH 8 
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E'. Vir. Vibv, I think he deferves to be ſerv'd in the 

fame kia! I find Age and Avarice are inſeparable! there- 

rt een make what you can ot him, and I will ſtand 

by u. but hark vou, Mr. Forge, are you ſure it will 

ſtazd good in Law, if Sir Mil liam ſigns the Bond? 

Law. In any Court in England, Sir. 

E/. Wor. Then there's your Fifty Pieces; and if it ſuc- 


ceed., here are as many more in the fame Pocket to an- 


ſwer em: Eur mum, —— here comes Sir Wil lim and 


[ Enter Sir William Wiſewoud, Hillaria, ard Narcifſi.) 


Sir Wil, Good morrow, Gentlemen! Mr. Worthy, I give 


you Joy ! Odto! it my Heels were as light as my Heart, 


I ſhou'd ha much ado to forbear dancing. —— Here, 


here, rake her, Man, | Gives m Narcifla's Hund.] the's | 


your's, and fo 1s her Thoutand Founds a Year, and my 


Five thoutand Pounds ſhall be vours too. 


J. Wor. You muſt ask me leave firſt. { Aſide, 
Sir Wil, Odſo! is the Lawyer come 
El. Wor, He is, and all the Writings are ready, Sir. 
Sir Wil. Come, come, let's fee, Man! What's this! 


Odd! this Law is a plaguy troubleſome thing; tor now- 
4-days it won't let a Man give away his own, without re- 


peating the Particulars tive hundred times over; when 


in former Times a Man might have held his Title to 


Twenty thoutand Pounds a Year, in the compats of an 
-Horn-book, 55 
Law. Thar 1s, Sir, becauſe there are more Knave; 
now-4-davs, and this Age is more Treacherous and Diſtruſt- 
ful than heretotore. | 
Sir Wil. Thar is, Sir, becauſe there are more Lawyer: 
chan hercrofore. But come, What's this, prithee ? 
Law, Theſe are the Old Writings ot your Daughter: 


Fortune; this is lr. Worrhby's Settlement upon her , — 


and this, Sir, is your Bond for Five thouſfand Pounds 10 


em: There wants nothing but filling up the Blanks wit 
the Parties Nance, it You pleaſe, Sir, Ill do't imm 


diatcly. 
iy 1777. Do ſo. 5 
Las 
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Law. May 1 crave your Daughter's Chriſtian Name ? 


the reſt 1 know, Sir. 


Sir Wil. Nurciſſa. Prithee make haſte. 
7. Wor. You know your Eufineſs. 
= [ Aſele to the Lemper. 
Law. I'll warrant you, Sir. | Sits to write. 

Sir Wil. Mr. Worthy, methink your Brother docs not 
reliſh your Happineſs as he ſhou'd do: Poor Man! III 


_ warrant he wiſhes himfelt in his Brother's Condition! 


my Father; I canror forgi e his of ring o 1. 


T. Wor. Not I, I'll aſſure vou, Sir. 

Sir Wil. Neice! Neice! have you no Pity? Prithice 
look upon him a little: Odd! he's a pretty young Fel- 
low : I am fure he loves you, or he wou'd not 
have frequented my Houſe fo often! D'yce think his Bro- 
ther cou d not tell my Daughter his own Story, withour 
his Aſſiſtance? Pſhaw-waw ! I tell vou, you were the 
Beauty that made him fo aſſiduous: Come, come, give 
him your Hand, and he'll foon creep into your Heart, 
El warrant you: Come, fay the Word, and make him 
Happy. 3 3 

Hil. What, to make my ſelf Miſerable, Sir! Marry 2 
Man without an Eſtate | | 

Sir Wil. Hang an Eſtate! True Love's beyond al 
Riches! Tis all Dirt,. mccr Dire Be- 
fide, han t you Fifteen thouſand Pounds to your Portion? 

Hil. I doubt, Sir, you wou'd be loth to give lum 
your Daughter, tho her Fortunes larger. 

Sir Wil. Odd, if he lov'd her but half fo well as he 
loves you, he ſhou'd have her for a Word ſpeaking, 

_ Hil, But, Sir, this asks ſome Confideration. —— 
Nr. You tee, Mr. Worthy, what an extraordinary 
Kindneſs my Father has tor you! | 

T. Var. Ay, Madam, and tor your Couſin too: Bur 
T hope, with a little of your Atfiitance, 'w2 ſhall be bor. 
able very ſhortly to return it. 1 

Nar. Navy, I was always ready to terve Hl rice For 
Acav'n knows, I oaly Marry © revenge ber Quaree) to 


Her. | 
T. Wer. Ou, vou need not cake tuch bin, adam, to 
conce.! Your Puſion tor me > YOu MUY Wa i: ichbat a 
Blulh, upon your Wedding-da', 
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Nar. My paſſion! When did you hear me acknowledge 


any : e 1 though c vou Cu 'd 3 me guilty ot fark - a | 


Weakneſs, tho after I had marry'd ou, I wou'd never 
look you in the Face, 

T. Wir. A very pretty Humour this, ſaith ! Ae. ) 
What a word of unneceflary Sins have we two oan. wer 
for! For the has told more Lves to conceal her Love, than 
1 have 1worn falle Oaths to promote it. Well, Madam, 


at preſent I'll content my 1c. | with your giving me [cave 


to love. 

Nar. Which it I don't give, you'll take, I ſuppoſe. 

Hil. Well, Uncle, I won't promite vou, but III. got» 
| Church and tee them marry d; when we come hack, tis 

ten to one but I ſurprize vou where you leaſt think on. 
Sir Will, Why, that's well faid !--- Mr. Worthy, now! 
now's your Time: Odd! I have to fir'd her, tis rot in her 
Power to deny you, May. ---- To her! to her! I war- 
rant her thy own, Bov! You'll keep your Word, Five 
thouſand Pound upon the Day of Narri ige. 

T. Wor. I'll give you my Bond upon Bemind, 8 Sir. 

SirWi!l. O! I dare take your Vi "ord, Sir. — Come, 
Lau yer, Fave you done? Is ul ready? 

Law. All, Sir! This is your Bond to Nr. Worthy e Wil 
vou be pleaſed to ſign that firſt, Sir? 

Sir Will. Av. ay: icr's ſe! Th2 Condition of this Ob. 
ligation enge Bum um, — Come, lend me the 
Pen. There, Nr. Worthy, I deliver 
this as my et 21 Pced ro tou, and Heaven {ind vou 1 
god Barga in. —.Neicg, will vou wits it 
Mich (fe cer. —— Cone, Lawyer, vour Fil 


too. | | Lawyer witneſſes it. 


Les. Nom, Sr, if 1 vou 1 caſe to ian the Joy nrure. 


2 wats Come n. Si Witt: am. I deliver 
„ for the Ule ot Your Davghrer. Madam, wil 


is to 
You give vour ſelr the trouble once more? [Hillzria Jer 
ler Hand.) Come, Sir, — | Toe Came does the | ame. 


So, u * a Coach be c. 1cd as 100 5 you pleaie, Sir. 
S. Wi!, You may fave that Charge. I law your oi! 
at the Door. 

El. Wer. Your Pardon, Sir, that wou'd make our 1 


ſincls too Fublick-; For which Reatoa, Sir Miliam, 
_ hop 
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hope you will excuſe our not t. king you % with 


us. * ä 7 it e van. 
Sr Wi. , av, with all my Heart; the more Privar't, 
the lefs Expence. Ii bras, wht time may | exper 


vou back again! For Lau. has leut to me for ie 
Writings of ker Husb andes E.ſtate: Sy tho int ends 
to redeem the Mortgage, and Im trat he will keep me 
there 'rill Dinner-time. 

T. Wor. ne, about that time the has & i me 
to bring ſome of ier near ft Friends to be ict 


' vi -b 
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We i mcer vou there. 

Sir. Wil. With ail mo Hlearr.— 
Nell! is che Coach come? 
- Serv. It is at the Dohr, Sir. 

Sir Wil, Come, Gentlemen, no Ceremony; your time's 
ſnort. | | 
ZI. Wor. 


| 7 * FOR , 
1 F. Mer 4 58.1 vant. } 


Your Scrvant, Sir William, 
[ Exennt Elder Worthy, Young Wortly, 
Niurciſſa, and Hiljaria, | 
Sir Wil, So! here's Five thouiand Pounds got with 
a wet Finger! This cis to read Mankind! I kne a voung, 
Lover wou'd never think he gave too much for his 


Mittreſs! Weil! if 1 don't tuddenly meet with fome 


dlistortune, 1 fl 


4 never be able to bar this Tranquility 
or Mind. | 


(Exit. 
The SCENE changes to Amanda's Houſc. 


Enter Amanda J. 


Am. Thus far my Hopes have all been anfiver'd, and 
my diſguite of viciois Love has charm'd him ev'n to 2 
Madneis ot Impure Dcefire : — But now 1 tremble 
to pull off tac Mask, left bare-tac'd Vertue ſhould fright 
him from my Arms for ever. Yer ture there are Charms 
in Vercue, nay, Uronger and more pleaſing: far than hate- 


ful 
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ful Vice can boaſt of! elſe why have holy Martyrs pe- 
rx4h'd for its fake? While Lewdnefs ever gives ſevere 


Good Heav'n 


Repenrance, and unwilling Death. — 


inſpire my Heart, and hang upon my Tongue the force 


of Truth and Elcaquence. that 1 may lure this wandring 


Falcon back to Love and Vertue.— He comes, and 


now my dreaded Task begins! 


Enter Loveleſs in New Cloaths.] 


Am. How fare you, Sir? D'vee not already think your 


feif conñn d? Are yon not tired with my eaſy Love? 
Love. O! never! never! you have ſo fill'd my Thoughts 
wich Ficaſures paſt, that but to reflect on em, is ſtill new 
Rapture to my Soul, and the Bliſs muſt laſt while I have 
Lite or Memory. | 
Am. No Flattery, Sir! I lov'd you for your Plain- 
dealing; and to preſerve my good Opinion, tell me, what 
think you of the Grapes perſwading Juice! Come, ſpeak 
freely, wou'd nor the next Tavern-Buſh pur all this out 
of your Head ? | 
Love. Faith, Madam, to be free with you, I am apt 
to think you are in the right on: For tho Love and 
Wine are two very fine Tunes, vet they make no Muſick, 
it you play them both together; ſeparately, they ra- 
viſn us: Thus the Miſtreſs ought to make room for 


the Battle, the Bottle for the Miſtreſs, and both to wait 


the Call of Inclination. | 

Am. That's generouſly ſpoken. ——— I[ have ob- 
ſerv'd, Sir, in all your Diſcourſe, you confeſs ſomerhing 
of a Man that has throughly known the World! 
Pray give me leave to ask you, of what Condition you are, 
and whence you came? 

Lcve, Why, mi the firſt place, Madam, by 


Birth Il ama Gentleman; by ill Friends, good Wine, and 
*4'te Dice, aimoſt a Beggir: Bur by your Servant's miſta- 
ting me, the happieſt Man that ever Love and Beauty 


{mu'd on. | 
Am. One thing more, Sir! Ace you married 


Now my Fears, { Aſide. 
3. Love. 


AC 


ty 
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tore. I was, but very Young. 

Am. What was vour Wite? 

Love. A fooliſh loving Thing, thit Luilr Caſtles in the 
Air, and thought it impo ſible tor a Man to tortiear 


himſelf when he made Love. 
An. Was ſhe not Vertuous! 


Love, Uumh! Yes faith, I believe ſhe m ahr, | vu, 
1c er jealous of her. 

Am. Did you ner love her, 

Am. Ah! moſt damnably at firſt, for ſhe was tu 


two Women of my Maidenhead, 


Am. What's become of her? : 

Love. Why, after I had been from her beyond Sen, 
about Seven or Eight Years, like a very loving Fool ſhe 
died of the Pip, and civilly left me the World to range in. 
Am. Why did you leave her? 
Love. Becauſe ſhe grew ſtale, and IT cou'd not Whore 
in quiet for her: Betides, ſhe was always exclaiminy, 
againſt my Extravagancics, particularly my Gaming, 
which ſhe ſo violently oppos d, that I fancy'd a Pleaſure 
in it, which ſince 1 never found; for in one Month I loft 
between Eight and Ten Thouſand Pounds, which I had 
juſt before call'd in to pay my Debrs. This Mis fortune 
made my Creditors come ſo thick upon me, that I was 
fore d ro mortgage the remaining part of my Eſtate to 
purchaſe new Pleaſure, which I knew I cou'd not do on 
this fide the Water, amidſt the Clamours of inſatiate 
Duns, and the more hateful Noife of a Complaining 
Wite. 0 | | 

Am. Don't you wiſh you had taken her Counſel tho“ 

Love, Not I, faith, Madam, 

Am. Why ſo? 


Love, Becaute tis ro no purpoſe: I am Maſter ot 


more Philoſophy, than to be concern'd at what I cant 


help. =—— But now, Madam. pray give 
me leave to inform my ſelf as far in yovr Condition. 
Am. In a word, Sir, till you know me througly, I 
muſt own my ſelf a perfect Riddle to you. e 
. Cov. Nay, nay, I know you are a Woman : But in 


What Circumſtances ! Wife, or Widow 


——— — 


_ 
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Am. A Wiſe, Sir; a True, a Faithful, and a Vertuous 
Wie. 


. well 0 


0 - Py ; 
Love, Humh! truly, Madam, your Story begins ſome- 


thing like a Riddle! a Vertuous Wife, fay you ! What, d 
and was You never Falſe to your Tlusband ! fr 

Am. I never was, by Heav'n! for him, and only him, y 
I ſtill love above the World. 

[mr Good agen! Prav, Madam, don't your Memory vy. 
fail vou ſomerimes ? becauſe I fancy you don't remember ot 
wiar zou do over Night 

Am I told you. Sir, I ſhou'd appear a Riddle to you: tl 
But n my Heart will give me leave, Il now unlooſe your be 
tetter'd Ap prehenſion: bur I muft firſt amaze you 2 
more; Fray, Sir, ſat'sfy me in one Parti- ar 
cular: — *Tis this, — What are your undiflem- m 
bied Thoughts of Vertue ? Now, if you can, ſhike of ' .N 
jour cole Unthinking Part, and ſummon all your force D 
of Maniy Reaton to reſolve me. bi 

Love. Faith, Madam, methinks this is a very odd th 
Queſtion for a Woman of your Character. I muſt con- « 
jeſs you have amaz'd me. V. 

Am. It orght not to amaze you! Why ſhou'd you cu 
think I make a mock of Vertue? But laſt Night you al- en 
iow'd my Enderſtanding greater than is uſual in our Sex: | 
it fo, can you believe l have no farther Sera olt Happl und 
neſe, than what this empty, dark, and barren World can 
vield me! No, I have yeta Profpe of a tub'imer Biiis, an 
an Hope, that carries me to the bptght Regions of Etcr- a 
nal Day. | | „ 

Love. Rum! I thought Fer laſt Night's Humour was vil 
too good to hold. I ſuppole, by and by tlie will asx me 0 
to go to Church with her. — — Faick, Madam, in flit 
my Mind this Diſcourſe is 4 little out of rhe way. You ber 
told me I fhou'd be acquainred with your Condition, Ip. 
and at preſent that's waar I had rather be inform'd of, tins 
Am. Sir, you ſhall: Bur firſt, this Queſtion muſt be ber 
an{wer'd ; Your Thoughts of Vertue, Sir? — B) Cc; 
all my Hopes of Bliſs kereafrer, your anſwering this, pro- un! 
nounces half my Good or Evil Fate for ever: But on my un 

| Rriees 1 beg you, do tot ſpcak till you have weigh'd it Vf 


4 
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well: Anſwer me with the fame Truth and Sin- 
cerit , as you would intwer Heav'n at your Jareſt Hour. 

Love. Your Wor. contound me, Madam; fome won- 
drous Sccrer iurc lics ripencd | in your Breait, and ſeems to 
ſirvga'e for its fata! Birch! hate 15 it 1 muſt anſwer 
you ! 
Am. Give me our real Thoughts ol Vertue, Sir: Can 


you believe there wer was a Women tru'y Nliſtrels of it, 


or is it on, Norton . 

Love, Let mo condebts; Madam, Alete. What can 
this mean! Viv lte fo carneſt in ler Pcmands, and 
begs me. to be crions, as ft er Lite depended upon my 
Aulwcr. = lll rctoive her as 1 ought, as Truth, 
and Realoi, aid the fea Occuton teems to Preis 
me. ä VNoft oi your 5x contourd the very 


. Name ot Vertue; tor they wou'd icem to live withour 


Defires ; which, cou d they do, that were not Vertue. 
bur che Detect of Unpertormius Nature, and no Praife to 
them: For who can vboatt a Victory, when chevy have no 
Foe to corqucr ; Now the alone gives rhe tarrett l' ros et 
Vertue, wicic Conſcichee aud „hole Force 0. Renton can 
curb her warm D.efnres, when Oyportubit; Wan runs 
ep: That luch a Woman may be ton el, | 4. tre believe, 

am. May beiiive tity U. Foür Saal vou eat 
undi embed Truth? f | 

Let e. Madam, VO. FX. Pic ſtiſl you rack me with 


— 


. 
* 


an Amazement! hy 1 Ea {o ſtrange a Queltion? 
Am. Fil give you Late immecliateiy.— Since then 
von have Word à Wein: n. „ bo Vir OUS, —— 4, 
will Fou ESCue che lan vi ave che loom ot a Wine 
o qualiũed. lor i. - ator aft as. FEY j7--& SE 1 5 
litutes rut her korean Hat mus er Count! Hutee 
hg ; and leavcs her to the l > Ot Ur- 


Ipair 25 Loe: While, in return oi li tnc te v. an „ 0 
lis FOOY 274 Ren Ve 1 ck. care Re, Rerenge, pe 5 Init 
her perci: 7 Tears, and tcerer Vowa to Raten rar h;. 
Conve hon, vic A Ber: Yer fill res In, is conſtane nb 
unhaken to che lat! Can 50a believe chax Tuck en 
em live wittout the 8 oi Conicience, and ver 
Naſter ot lis Sculcs! Conte cue! did yon 
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F Checks of it! did it never, never tell you of your broken 
Vorvs ? 

Love. Thar you ſhou'd ask me this, confounds my 
Reaſon : And yet your Words are utter'd with 
tuch a powerful Accent, they have awaken'd my Soul, 
and ſtrike my Thoughts wich Horror and Remorſe. —— 

| [Stands in a fix'd Poſture, 

Am. Then let me ſtrike you nearer, deeper yet: 
But arm your Mind with gentle Pity firſt, or I am loſt 
tor ever. 8 

Love, I am all Pity, all Faich, Expectat ion, and con- 


tus d Amazement : Be kind, be quick, and eaſe my Won- 


der. | 
Am. look on me well: Revive Your dead Remem- 
brance: And oh : for Piry's fake, | Kneels.) hate me not 
tor loving long ; faithfully forgive this innocent Artempt 
ot a deſpairing Paſſion, and I 1thall die in quiet. | 
Love. Hah! ſpeak on! [ Amazed. 
Am. I wo'nor be! The Word's too weighty 
for my faultring Tongue, and my Soul finks beneath the 
fatal Burthen, Oh! — [Falls on the Ground, 
Love. Ha! ſhe fainrs! look up, fair Creature! behold 


a Heart that bleeds fer your Diſtreſs, and fain wou'd ſhare | 


the weight of your oppreiſing Sorrows! Oh! thou haſt 
rais'd a TFovght wichin me, that ſhocks my Soul. 


Am. Tis done: | Rijing. | rhe Conflia's paſt, and 


Heav n bids me ſpcak undaunted. Know then, cv'n all the 


boaſted Raprurcs of your laſt Night's Love, you found in 


your Amandy's Arm. lam your Wite. 

Lne. Han? 

Ain. For ever bleſt or miſcrabie, as your next Breath 
ſha?! ſeneerce me. | | 

Love, My Wife! impoſſible! Is ſhe not dead! How 
mall 1 believe thee? ; 

Am. How Time and my Afflictions may have alrer'd me, 


[ know not: But here's an indelible Confirmation. Bares 


her Arm.] Theſe ſpeaking Characters, which in cheir 

cheerful Bloom our earl. Paſſions mutually recorded. 
Love. Hah ! tis here ; — tis no Illuſion, bur my 

real Name; which ſeems to upraid me as a Witneſs of my 


2 
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jur'd Love: — Oh, I am confounded with my 


Guilt, and tremble to bcho!d thee. _—— Pray give me 


leave to Think. Turns from her. 

Am. I will: { Knzels.) Bur you muſt look upon me. 
vor only Eves can hear tlie Language 0f the Eves, and 
mine have ſure the tendereſt Tale of Love to teh, that 
erer Mifery.at the dawn of Rifing Hope, cou'd utter. 

lov, 1 have wrong d vou. Oh! rite! baſely rong'd 
you! and cin I tve your Face: | 
Am. One kird. one pitying Look cance!s thoſe Wrongs 
for ever: And oli! 1orgive my tond prefuming Pathon , 
for trom mv Soul T pardon and torgive you all: All, 4. 
bur chis, the greateſt, vour unkiad Delay of Love, 

Love. Oh! feral my FVardon with thy erembl.e7 Lips, 
while „uh this tender Gratp ot fond reviving wove | 
leite my BHs and title all chy Vrotys for ever. 

|  Embras hoy, 

Am. No. hre, Vi] waſh away tacir memory n Tear: 
ot flowing io, 3 
Lore. ON! thou haſt reve'd me from my deep Lechargy 
of Vice i For hitherto my cou! has been ently d to loo! 
Defires, to vain dcludivg Folltes, and Shadows of fubſtan 
tial Bliis: But nox 1 wake with for, to rnd my Rauer 
real. Thus let me knecl and par my Thanks 
to her, whoſe congu'ring Y :irruc has ac lu tubdu'd me.“ 
Here will I fix, tlas proftrace, figh my Shame, and walh 
my Crimes in ne, cguaſing Tears of Periirence, 

Am. Or ic! this Poſture heaps ror Guilt on me! Now 
you over-pay ue. 

Laue. have | not ufed the lie a lain! Yor aimnft 


ten lotg Years depriv'd thee i m loc, and mind af] 


5 Al. 
thy Fortuac ! Lat 1 will Labour, Lig, Leg, of Stitve, to 
give new Proots of my untcign'd Adtcetion, 
Am. Forbear this Tendernefs, leit 1 F<PERT 6. wing 
mov d your Sou! f5 far. Tou tha] nor nid ta 14. 
Heaven has providci ior us beyond its common Care: 
lis now near two Years ſince my Uec'e Sir 7 
Healthy fent you the Neves of my prcterded Ural: „kbow- 
ing the Excravagance ot your Iemper, he thought ic tir 
you ſhou'd bebeve ro other of mc; ard about a Monch 
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after he had ſent you that Advice, poor Man, he dy d, 
and left me in ſull poſſeſſion of Two thouſand Pounds 2 
Tear, which I now cannot offer as a Gift, becauſe my 

Datu, and vour lawful Right, makes you the undiſputed 

Maſter at it. 

Lore. How have 1 labour'd for my awn Undoing ; 
while, in deſpite of all my Follies, kind Heav'n refoly d 

my Happineſs! | 


Enter 1 Servant 0 Amanda. 


ö Serv, Madam, Sir WII lim Wiſewoud has ſent vour 
N Lidginp the Writmgs you defircd him, and fays hell! 
eit on you immediately. 

Am. Now, Sir, if vou pleate to withdraw awhile, 
you may inform your felt how fair a Fortune you are 
Maſter of. 

Love. None, none chat can outweigh a Vertuous Nl ind 3 
while in my Arms I thus can circle thee, I gratp more 
Treafure than in a Day the potting Sun can travel oer. 
Oh! way have I fo | iong been blind to the Perte&ions of 
ruy Mind and Perton ! Not knowing thee a Witc. I found 
rhce Charming bevord the Wiſhes of Luxurious Love. Is 
ir then a Name, a Mord, ſhall rob thee of a y Worth? 
Can baren beau lurce Guide ro Happinet5 than Reafon? 

06! 
mv felt in Lire's Unpleaſing Journcy. 


| have wandcr'd like a benigated Wretch, and lof: 


Tuns hee dle!s Fancy fir ft, f hit n. le me ftrayv, 
bat Rea'on io denke! 


forth, and li.nts me on my H. 
| Exit, 


The SCENE changes to an Entry. 


H 


3 207 2e or four Sey vs ets. | 


164. Soru Vrithee, Tom, make haſte below there; my 
jad 


has order d Dinner at half an Hour atter One 
preciſely. 


in 


le 
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preciſely. Look our ſome of the Red that came in 

laſt. 8 
Tre of . Servant H/ Snap and Amanda's 
Woman out of the Cellar. | 

24 Serv. Come, Sir, come our here, and thew Your 


Face. 


Vom. Oh, I am undone; ruin'd! 
2d Serv. Pray, Sir, who are you, and what was your 
Buſineſs, and, how in the Devil's Name, came vou here? 
Snap. Why truly, Sir, the rlem led me to the Cellar- 
Door; but 1 believe the Devi] puſht me in. —— That 
Gentlewoman can can inform you better. | 2d Serv, 
34 Serv. Pray, Mrs. Anne, how came you tv0 together 
in the Ccl ar ? | 
en. Why, he-- he. pu- pu- puil'd me in. . 
za Serv. But how che Dev' came he inn T 
Wom, He fe- fe- fe- fell in. 
ad Serve. How came he into the Houſe? 
Mom. I don-- do- don't know. . 
2d Serv. Ah! you are a Crocodile; 1 thought whar 
was the Reaſon I cou'd never get a good Word trom 
you | What, in a Celiar too! Bur come, Sir, we wil! rake 
care ot you, however. Bring him along, we will fir't car- 
ry him before my Lady, and chen tols him in 4 Zan 
Kut. | 
nap. Nav, but Gentlemen! dear Gentlemen. | Excunt. 


Enter Lovcleſs, Amanda, Elder Worthy, Young \\ orthy, 
Narciſta, and Hillaria. | f 


EI. Kor. This is indeed a Oyful Day; we muſt all 


| congratuiate your Hippinefs. | 


An. Which while our Lives permit us co enjov, we 
muſt ſtill reffe& with Gratitude on the generous Author 
ot it: Sir. We OWe You more than Words can pes von. 
Love. Words are indeed to weak, thererore let niy 
Gratirude be dumb till it can tea: in Actions. : 
T. Mor. The Succeis of tlie Dujign | thought on, tall 
ficiently rewards me. 


Atl, 
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Hil. 


of Fortune. 

EI. Vor. Methinks her fair Example ſhou'd perſwade 
all conſtant Wives ne'er to repine ar unrewarded Virtue, 
Nay, ev'n my Brother being the firſt Promoter ot it, has 
aton d for all the Looſeneſs of his Character. 

Love. I never can return his Kindneſs. 


Nay. In a ſhort time, Sir, I ſuppoſe you'll meet with 


an Opportunity, if you can find a Receipt to preſerve 
Love, after his Honey-Moon's over. 

Love. The Receipt is eaſily found, Madam; Love's a 
tender Plant which can't live out of a warm Bed: You 
muſt take care, with undiſſembled Kindneſs, to keep him 
from the Northern Blaft of Jealouſy. | 
Nar. Bur I have heard, your expcrienc'd Lovers make 


uſe of Coldneſs, and that's more agreeable to my Incli- 


nation. 5 | 
Love. Coldneſs, Madam, before Marriage, like three. 


ing 2 little Water upon a clear Fire, makes it burn he 


fiercer; bur after Marriage, you muſt ſtill take care to 
lay on freſh Fuel. 85 

Nar. Oh fie, Sir! How many Examples have we, of 
Mens hating their Wives, for being too fond of em 

Love. No wonder, Madam: You may ſtifie a Flame, 
by heapirg on too great a Load. 

Kar. Nay, Sir, it there be no other way of de- 


ſtroy ing his Paſſion, for me, he may love till Doomſday. 


El. Wor. Humph! don't you ſmell Powder, Gentle- 


N men? Sir Novelty 15 noc far off. 


Love. M hat, not our Fellow-Collegian, I hope, that 
was expell'd the Unwerſity for beating the Proctor. 

El. Wor. The fame. | 

Love. Does that Weed grow till ? 

El. Wor. Ay, faith, and as rank as ever, as you ſhall 
ſec, for here he comes, 


* 


en I reflect upon Amanda's paſt Afffict ions, 
I cou'd almoſt weep to think of this unen pected Change 


1 www 


ple Beau! I ſaw em in a Coach together, fo fond! and 
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Enter Sir Novelty.] 


Siy Nov. Ladies, your humble Servant: Dear Loveleſs 
jet me embrace thee, I am oerjoy'd at thy good For- 
tune: Stop my Vitals, —— the whole Town rings ot 
of it already : —— My Lady Tttletongue has tired a 
Pair of Horſes in ſpreading the News about. Hearing, 
Gentlemen, that you were all met upon an extraordinary 

ood Occaſion, I cou'd not reſiſt this Opportunity of join- 
ing my Joy with yours: For you muſt know | am —— 

Nar. Marry'd, Sir! : | 

Sir Mu. To my Liberty, Madam ! I have juſt parted 
from my Miſtreſs. ; 

Nar. And pray, Sir, how do you find your ſelf at- 
ter it? 

Sir Nov. The happieſt Man alive, Madam; Pleaſant ! 
Eaſy! Gay! Light: and Free as Air: Hah, [ Capers.) I 
beg your Ladyihp's Pardon, Madam, but upon my Soul 

cannot confine my Rapture. | | 

Kar. Are you ſo indifferent, Sir? 

Sir Nov. Oh! Madam, ſhe's engag'd already to a Tem- 


bore it with as unmov'd a Countenance, as Tom Worthy does 
a thund'ring Jeſt in a Comedy, when the whole Houfe 
roars at it. | 

T.Wor. Pray, Sir, what occafion'd your Separation? 

Sir Nov. Why this, Sir: You muſt know, ſhe 
being ſtil poſſeſs d with a Brace of implacable Devils, 
eall'd Revenge and qealouſy, dogg d me this Morning to 
the Chocolate-houſe, where I was oblig'd to leave a Let- 
ter for a young fooli Girl, that ——— (you'll ex- 
cuſe me, Sir;) which 1 had go ſooner delivered to the 
Maid of the Houfe, but whip! the fnatches ic our of 
her Hand, flew at her like a Dragon, tore of her Head- 
Cloths, flung down three or four Setts of Lemonide- 
Glaflzs, dathe my Lord Whiffle's Chocolate in his Face, 
cut him over the Nole, and had like to have ſtrangled me 
in my own Steunkick. De he 


Le, 
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Love. Pray, S:r, how did this end ? 


Sir Nov. Comically, ſtop my Vitalis! for in the Cloud 


of Powder that the hu tterꝰd out of the Beaux i aorivvigs, 
1 ſtole away: After vv. , I fenr a Fiend to her with an 
Offer, which ſhe read! accepted. Threc hundred Pounds 
a'Year during Life, provided he wou'd rchounce all 


Claims to me, and reſign my icrfon to my own Dif- 


polul. 


Price of Women is fallen. - 
Sir Nov. Therefore I did it, — to be the trit 
Man ſhou'd raiſe their Price: kor the Dev'i rake me, 


the Women of the Town now come down to low, that 


my. very Footman, while he kept my Place rothicr Di 
at che Play-hoſe, carry'd a Mask out of the Side-box 


with him, and, ſtop my Vitals, the Rogue is now takirz 


Phy ſick ſor t. 
Enter the Servants with Snap. ] 


1ſt Serv. Come, bring him along there. 
Love. How now ! hah ! Snap in hold: Pray lets know 


the Buſineſs; Relcaſe him, Gentiemen. 


Iſt Serv. Why, an't pleare you, Sig, this Feller: vas 
taken in the Cellar wich my Ladys omm! ſhe ius ke 


kept her in by horce, and was rude to let: She tand cre- 


ing here without, and begs her Lad, inp to do ker fur 
ſtice. 5 5 
Am. Mr. Loveleſs, we are both tlie Occaſion or this 
Mis fortune; and for the poor Girl's Reputation- uke, 
ſomething ſnou'd be done. 
Lore. Snap, autiver me directly; Hive you Lain with 
this poor Girl ! h 


Sn. Why truly, Sir, imagining you were doing 


little lets wich my Lady, 1 mutt cont! 1 did commic ba- 


miliarity wich her, or 10, Sir! 
Love. Then you ſhall Marry her, Sir! No Reply, un- 
leſs it be your romile. 


S N. 


El. Wor. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you were 4 little too 
Extravagant in your Settlement, contidering how the 


— C⏑ s 
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Snap. Marry her! O Lord, Sir, after I have Lain 


wich her? Why, Sir! how the Dev'l can you think a 


Man can have any Stomach to his Dinner, aitee he has 
had three or four Slices off the Spit? 

Love. Well, Sirrah! to renew your Appetite, and be- 
caufe thou haſt been my old Acquaintance, I'll give ther 
an 1col. wich her, and Thirty Pounds a Tear during 
Life, to fer vou up in ſome honeſt Imployment. 

Snap. Ah! Sir, now I underſtand you: Heav n re- 
ward you! Well, Sir, I partly find that the Gentile 


. Scenes of our Lives are pretty well over; and I thank 


Heav'n, that I have to much Grace left, that I can re- 
pent, when I have no more Opportunities of being wick- 
ed. Come Spouſe! (Se enterg.] here's my 
Hand, the reſt of my Body ſhill be focch-coming. Ah! 
little did my Maſter and I think latt Night that we were 
robbing our own Orchards! _([Exeunt. 

El. Wor. Brother, ſtand upon your guard! here comes 


Sir William, 


Enter Sir William Wiſewoud.] 


Sir Wil. Joy, joy, to you all! Madam, I congratulate 
Your good Fortune. Well, my dear Rogue, mult nos [ 
give thee joy too? ha! 

T. Wor. It you pleaſe, Sir: But I confeſs I have more 
than I deicrve already. 

Sir Wil. And art thou Marry'd ? 

T. Wir. Yes, Sir, I am Marrv'd! 

Sir Wil. Odto, I am glad ont: I dare (wear thou doit 
not grudge me che 5000 I. 

T. Wor. Not I, really, Sir: You have given me all my 
Soul could wiſh tor, but the Addition ot a Father's Bl-t- 
ſing. { Kneels with Narciiia. 

Sir Wil. Humh ! what do ſt thou mean? I am none of 
thy Father. | 
T. Wor. This Lady is your Daughter! Sir, I hope. 

Sir Wil. Prithee get up! prichce ger up! thou art 
ſtark mad! True, 1 believe ſhe may be my Daughter: 
Well, and fo, Sir! | 


J. © 


married your Daughter this very Morning, not an Hour 
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T. Wor. If ſhe be not, I'm certain ſhe's my Wife, 
Sir. | 
Sir Wil. Humh! Mr. Worthy, pray, Sir, do me the 
favour to help me to underſtand your Brother a little: 
Do you know any think of his being marry'd ? | 

El. Wor. Then, without any Abuſe, Sir William, he 


ago, Sir. | | | 

Sir Wil, Pray, Sir, whoſe Conſent had you? Who ad- 
visd you to it ? RE 

T. Wor. Our mutual Love, and your Conſent, Sir, 
Which theſe Writings, entitling her to a Thouſand Pounds 
a Year, and this Bond, whereby you have oblig'd your 
ſelf to pay me Five thouſand Pounds on our Day of 
Marriage, are ſufficient Proofs of. | 

Sir Wil. He, he! I gave your Brother ſuch a Bond, Sit! 

T. Wor. You did fo; but the Obligation is to me: 
Lock there, Sir. 

Sir Wil. Very good! this is my Hand, I muſt confeſs - 
Sir: And what then? . 

T. Wor. Why then I expect my Five thouſand Poun 

Sir: Pray, Sir, do you know my Name? 

Sir Wil. I am not drunk, Sir; I am ſure it was Worthy, 
and Jack, or Tom, or Dick, or ſomerhing. 

T. Wor: No, Sir, I'll ſhew you. tis William; look 
yu there, Sir: You ſhou'd have taken more care ot the 
awyer, Sir, that fill'd up the Blank. | 

El. Wor. So, now his Eyes are open! 

Sir Wil. And have you marry'd my Daughter againſt 
2 Conſent, and trickt me out of Five thouland Pounds, 
Sir? | 

Hil. His Brother, Sir, has marry'd me too with my 
Conſent, and 1 am not trickt out of Five thouſand 
Tounds. | 

Sir Wil. Inſulting Witch! Look yee, Sir! I never had 
4 ſubſtantia! cauſe to be Angry in my Life before: But 
now I have Reaſon on my fide, I will indulge my Indi gnation 
moſt immoderarely : I muſt confeſs I have not Patience to 
wait the flow Redreſs of a tedious Law-Suit ! therefore 
am reſolw d to right my ſelf che neareſt way; 2 

| aW. 


A 
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Draw, draw, Sir: You muſt not enjoy my Five thouſand 
pounds, tho I fling as much more after ic, in procuring a 
Pardon for killing you. ( They hold him.) Let me come 
ar him! I'll murder him! I'll cut him! f'll tear him, 
III broil him, and eat him: a Rogue! a Dog! a curſed 
' a cut-throar, murdering Dog | | 

El. Wor. O fie, Sir William, how monſtrous is this 
Paſſhon ? rs x 

Sir Wil. You have diſarm'd me, bur I ſhall find a time 
to poiſon him. 

Love. Think better ont, Sir William, your Daughter 
has marry'd a Gentleman, and one whoſe Love entitles 
him to her Perſon. | 

Sir Wil. Ay, but the Five thouſand Pounds, Sir! why 
the very Report of his having ſuch a Fortune will ruin 
him: l' warrant you, within this Week he will have more 
Duns at his Chamber in a Morning, than a gaming Lord 
after a good Night at the Groom-Porrter's, or a Poet upon 
the fourth Day of his new Play. I ſhall never be pleaſed 
with paying it againſt my own Conſent, Sir. 


Hil. Yer you wou'd have had me done it, Sir William: © 


But, however, I heartily wiſh you wou'd as freely forgive 


Mr. Worthy, as I do you, Sir. 


Sir Wil. I muſt confeſs, this Girl's Good-Nature makes 
me aſhamed of what I have offer d: But Mr. Worthy, I did 


not expect ſuch Uſage from a Man of your Character; 1 


always took you for a Gentleman. 

El. War. You ſhall find me no other, Sir. Brother, a 
Word with you ! | 5 

Love. Sir William, I have ſome Obligations to this 
Gentleman, and have ſo great a Confidence in your Daugh- 
ter's Merit, and his Love, that I here promite to return 
you your Five thoufand Pounds, if after the Expiration 
of one Year, you are then diflatisfied in his being your 
Son-in-Law. | i es 

T. Wer. Bur ſec, Brother, he has foreſta!'d your 


' Purpole. 


El, Nor. Mr. Loveleſs, you have been before-hand 


with me, but you muſt give me leave to offer Sir William 


my joint-Security for what you promiſed him. 
Love. 
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Love, With all my Heart, Sir: Dare you take o 


Bonds, S'r William? 

T.W.r. Hold, Gentlemen! I ſhou'd bluſh ro be 
oblig d to that degrec: Therefore, Sir Wi/ltum, as che 
firſt Proof of that Reſpect and Duty I owe a Father, | 
here, unask'd, return your Bond, and will he..cctorth expect 
nothing from you, but as my Conduct ſhali deſerve it. 


Am. This is indecd a gencrous Aa, methinks 'twere 


pity it ſnou d go unrewarded. 


Sir il. Nay, now you vanquifh me! a.rer this, cant 
ſuſpect vour future Conduct: There, Sir, tis yours, i 


acknowledge the Bond, and wiſh you all the Happinel; 


of 4 Bridal Bed. 1 Bliſing on you both: Now 
riſe my Boy an 
upon vour Legs again. 


| let the Word xnow cwas | fer vou 


T. Mr. Til ſtudy to deſerve your Bounty, Sir. 
Love. Now, Sir Wil/iam, you have ſhewn your felt a Father. 
This prudent Action has ſecur'd your Daughter from the 


uſual Conſequence of a ſtol'n Marriage, a Parent's Cure, , 
Now ſhe muſt be happy in her Love, while you have. 


ſuch a render care ont. 


Am. This is indeed a happy Meeting: We all of us 


have drawn our feveral Prizes in the Lottery of Human 


Lite; therefore I beg our Joys may be united: Not one 
of us muſt part this Day. The Ladies IIl intreat my 


Gueſts. 


Am. Tis yet too ſoon to Dine; thereſore, to divert 
us in the mean time, What think vou of a little Muſick 
the Subject perhaps not impropct to this Occaſiou. 


of it. 


a Love, The reſt are mine, and I hope wil often be 
o. 


El. Wor. Twill oblige us, 2 we are all Lovers 


T! 


6 
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The SCENE draws, and diſcovers LovE 
ſeated on a Throne, attended with a 
CHORUS. 


TAME 
4 / / hail! Vidorious Love ! 
Io whom u Zlearts below, 
With no leſs Ile u bow, 


Than to the Towdrin, Jove, 


The Happy Souls a50ve, 
Hail? cc. 
Enter REASON. | 


REASON. 


_ Ceaſe, feale fond Hols, your Empty Noiſe, 


And follow not ſuch Foys - 
Lev oives you but a ſhort-liv'd Bliſs, 
But 1 cefl.y immortal Happin?(s. 


Love. 
Rebellion, Reaion, talk Ho mare 7 
Of al res, I the? abbor: 


Rt 1 ve, Se of 1 aft Ririve in vain 
T ver from 2 pletfing Chun: © 
1 


of K<..900n, Lowe tha! free and reign. 
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Loves LAsT SHirt: Or, 


A Martial Symphony. 
{ Exter Honour. | 


HomwousR. 


What Wretch won d follow Love's Alarms, 


When Honour Trumpet ſounds to Arms. 
Hark ! how the Warlike Notes inſpire 
In ev Breaſt a glowing Fire 


Lov E. 3 
Hark ! how it ſwells with Love and ſoft Defire / 
 Honovs. 
Behold, behold the Marry d ſtate, 
By thee too ſoon betray'd, 


Repenting now too late. 
(Enter MARRIAGE with bis Lotte.] 


MARRIA GE. 
tell me cruel God of Love, 
Why didſt thou my Thoughts poſſeſs 
With an Eternal Round of Happineſs , 
And yet, alas ! I lead a wretched Lije, 


Doom'd to this galling Toke, --- the Emblem of a Wiſe ! 


LO vx. 


7 gave ther Raptures in the Brida- Bes. 


MAV. 


etch / how dar ſt thou Love npbrafd. 
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MAIIIAGE. 

Cong fince, alas the airy Viſion's fled, 

And I, with wandring Flames, my Paſſion feed. 

O / tell me, pow'rful God, | 
Where I ſhall find _ 

My former Peace of Mind ! 


Leave 
Where firſt I promis'd thee a happy Life, 
There thou ſhalt find in it a Vertuous Wife, 


Lo vr and F A M E. 
Go home, unhappy Wretch, and mourn 
For all thy guilty Paſſion paſt , 
There thou ſhalt thoſe Joys return, 
Which ſhall for ever, ever laſt. 
End with the firſt Chorus. 


Love. Twas generouſly deſign'd, and all my Lite to 
come ſhall thew how I approve the Moral. Oh! Aman- 
da! once more receive me to thy Arms; and while I am 
there, let all the World confeſs my Happineſs. By my 
Example taught, let every Man, whole Fate has bound him 
to a marry'd Life, beware of letting looſe his wild De- 

| tires: For if Experience may be allow d to judge, I muſt 
proclaim the Folly of a wandring Paſſion. The greateit 
Happineſs we can hope on Earth, 


And ſure the neareſt to the Foys Above, 
ls the Chaſt Rapture of a Vertuous Love, 
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